"rs | 
EN R A L; 


AND THE 


Tender Hluchand. 


COMEDIES, 


3 & , 
q . 2 24 


— on, 
_—— - 


WRITTEN 


By Mr. STEELE. 


— 


Printed for Henry Scheurleer at Era 2 
muss Head in the Market-Place 
at the Hague. M Dc xn. 


5 


| =; ol | 
Wiz 


. Hz GRACE the 
DUTCHESS 


HAMILTON. 


is frequent to make 
WU Addreſſes of this Na- 
ture at the Front of 
= Books to implore fu- 
ture Patronage, but I do not know 
of any Acknowledgments expreſſed 
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5 DEDICATION. 


this way for Favour towards Wri: 
tings, aſter they have appear'd inthe 
World. I am fure there is a juſter 
Pretence for taking the .Liberty of 
preſenting a a Dedication in Grat!- 
tude for Protection already gran- 
ted, than to ſupplicate ſuch an Ob- 


ligation. Your Grace will, there- 
fore, forgive me, that I lay before 
You an Edition of a Book, which 


I believe would never have appear- 
ed, had not theſe Plays been acted 
at Your Requeſt, long after the 
Run of them, as the Phraſe is, was 
over in the Town. If You will 
pleaſe to continue to them, by Your 
Influence, the Life to which You 
reſtored 'em, You will, I hope, do 

| an 


DEDICATION. 
an Act not unworthy that Ingenu- 
ous Temper, which makes You ſo 
Affectionately promote the more 
| liberal Entertainments of the Stage. 
I have the Confidence to ſay thus 
much for theſe Comedies, becauſe 
they are certainly Inoffenſive, if 
they do not deſerve to be called 
Inſtructive. But I have ſaid the 
beſt thing I can to recommend 
them, when I have declared they 
have Your Grace's Approbation. 
For, in Writing Plays, not to 
diſpleaſe ſuch whoſe Minds are 
filled with the worthieſt Ideas of 
what is Laudable in real Life, is 
much more than to eſcape the Cen- 
ſure of ſuch as are more inclined to 


obſerve 
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obſerve the Conduct of the Cha- 
racters, as they are part of a Dra- 
matick Entertainment. 

If this elegant Taſte (with rela- 
tion to Writings) in which your 
Grace excels, were more frequent- 
ly the Ambition of Ladies to at- 
tain, I do not know but a Con- 
verſation built upon the Characters 
in à well-wrought Play, might be 
almoſt as Inſtructive as the com- 
mon Practice among them, of pul- 
ling to Pieces the Conduct of fa- 
miliar Friends, or rehearſing defa- 
matory Reports of thoſe to. whom 
they are Strangers. 

But ſuch Meanneſs ought not to 
be mentioned in an Epiſtle to the 

| Dutcheſs 
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Dutcheſs of HAMILTON, whoſe 
whole Behaviour is the lively Ex- 
preſſion of that ſort of good Breed- 
ing which is founded on the Prin- 
ciples of good Nature and Ge- 
nerolity. 

Your Fayour is ever beſtowed 
on the Unfortunate, and Your Praiſe 
on the Abſent. The juſt Conde- 
ſcenſion with which Your Conver- 
ſation is always adorned, at once 
gives Speech to the Humble, 
and Silence to the Preſumptuous. 
Your Aﬀability to me, when I have 
the Honour to wait upon You, 
and the very kind Things You 


have ſo frequently ſaid of theſe 
Writings in my Abſence, put me 
under 


— 
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under a Temptation of falling in- 


cations. But I know this would 
be highly Offenſive to You, and 
for this Reaſon I forbear to tell 
You, that Your High Station in 
the World is as eaſie to Your In- 
feriors as Your Self; that were 
Youto appear any where unknown, 
all that ſhould converſe with You, 
would believe or wiſh Your Qua- 


lity what it is; and that all who 


know You think it as impoſlible 
to Envy You, as not to Eſteem 
You. As for this Acknowledg- 


ment which I here make You, for 


Your Partiality to theſe Comedies, 
all I can fay is, that I ſhall think 
my 


ro the uſual Language of Dedi- 
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my ſelf very happy, if-you find, 
upon reading them again, that it is 


no Diminution to You," (what is 


a great Addition to me) that I 
am, 


M AD AM, 


Tour Grace's 

Moſt Oblig'd and 
Moſt Obedient, 
Humble Servant, 


Richard Stecle. 


THE 


FUNERAL: 


1 
Grief A-la-mode. 
A 


COMEDY. 


Ut Nui condudti plorant in Funere, denn 
Et Faciunt prope plura dolentibus ex animo, fic 
Deriſor Vero plus Landatore movetur. Hor. 
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Printed in the YEAR 1713. 


To the Right Honourable the 


COUNTESS 
O F 
ALBEMARLE. 


Mapa, 


MoN the many 
== Novelties with which 
=_—_ Your LADrs HI, a 
Stranger in our Na- 
tion, is daily enter- 
tain'd, You have not yet been 
made acquainted with the Poetical 
Engliſp Liberty, the Right of De- 
A2 dication; 
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dication ; which Entitles us to a 
Privilege of Celebrating whatever 
for its Native Excellence is the 
juſt Object of Praiſe; and is an 
Antient Charter, by which the 
Muſes have always a Free Acceſs 
to the Habitation of the Graces. 
Hence it 1s that this Comedy 
waits on Your Ladyſhip, and pre- 
fumes to Welcome You amongſt 
us; tho” indeed, Madam, we are 
ſurpriz'd to fee You bring with 
You, what we thought was of our 
own Growth only, an agreeable 
Beauty; Nay, we muſt aſſure 
You, that we cannot give up ſo 
Dear an Article of our Glory, but 
aſſert it by our Right in You: For 
if *tis a Maxim founded on the No- 
bleſt Human Law, that of Hoſpi- 
tality, that every Soil is a Brave 
Man's 
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Man's Country, England has a ve- 
ry juſt Pretence of Claiming as a 
Native, a Daughter of Mr. Scra- 


 VEnmore. 


But Your Ladyſhip is not only 
endear'd to us by the great Ser- 
vices of your Father, but alſo by 
the kind Offices of your Husband, 
whoſe Frank Carriage falls in with 
our Genius, which is Free, Open, 
and Unreſerv'd; In this the Gene- 
rolity of your 'Tempers makes You 
both Excel in ſo peculiar a Man- 
ner, that your Good Actions are 
their own Reward; nor can they 
be return'd with Ingratitude, for 
none can forget the Benefits You 
Confer fo ſoon as You do Your 
Selves. Io; 

But Ye have a more indiſputable 
Title to a Dramatick Performance, 

A 3 than 
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than all theſe Advantages; for You 
are Your ſelves, in a Degenerate 
low Age, the Nobleſt Characters 
which that fine Paſſion that ſup- 
ports the Stage, has inſpir'd; and 
as You have practis'd as Generous 
a Fidelity as the Fancies of Poets 
have ever drawn in their Expecting 
Lovers, ſo may YouEnjoy as high 
a Proſperity as ever they have be- 
ſtow'd on their Rewarded : This 
You may poſſeſs in an happy Secu- 
rity, for Your Fortunes cannot 
move ſo much Envy, as Your Per- 

ſons Love. I am, 


MApAM, 


Tour Ladyſbip's moſt Devoted 
Humble Servant, 


Richard Steele. 


—_— 


PREFACE. 


HE Rehearſal of this Comedy was ho- 
nour'd with the Preſence of the Duke 
of Devonſpire, who is as diſtinguiſh- 

ed by his Fine Underſtanding as High Quali- 

ty; The Innocence of it mov'd him to the 

Humanity of Expreſſing himſelf in its Fa- 

vour. Tis his manner to be pleas'd where he 
is not offended ; a Condeſcenſion which deli- 

cate Spirits are oblig'd to for their own Eaſe, 
for they would have but a very ill time of it, 
if they ſuffer'd themſelves to be diverted with 
nothing but what could bear their Judgment. 
That Elegant and Illuſtrious Perſon, will, I 
hope, pardon my Gratitude to the Town, 
which obliges me to report ſo ſubſtantial a Rea- 
ſon for their Approbation of this Play, as that 
he permitted it : But I know not in what Words 
to thank my Fellow-Soldiers for their Warmth 
and Zeal in my behalf, nor to what to attribute 
their undeſerved Favour, except it be that tis 
habitual to em to run to the Succour of thoſe 
=y ſee in Danger —— 
he Sub'e& of the Drama tis hoped will be 

Acceptable to all Lovers of Mankind, ſince Ri- 

dicule is partly levell'd at a Sett of People who 
live in impatient Hopes to ſee us out of the 


PREFACE. 
World, a Flock of Ravens that attend this nu- 
merous City for their Carkaſſes; but indeed tis 
not in the power of any Pen to ſpeak *em better 
than they do themſelves : As for Example, on 
a Door I juſt now paſt by, a great Artiſt thus 
informs us of his Cures upon the Dead; 


W. W. Known and Approved for his Art of 
Embalming, having r of aGen- 
tlewomasn ſweet entire Thirteen Tears, with 
out £ mbowelling, and has reduced the Bodies of 
ſeveral Perſons of Quality to Sweetneſs in Flan- 
ders and Ireland, after Nine MA. Putrefa- 
Aion in the Ground, and 1 were known 
_ — in England. No Man performet 


He muſt needs be ely in love with this 

Life, who is not touch'd with this kind In- 

vitation to be Pickled; and the noble Operator 

muſt be allow'd a very uſeful Perſon for bring- 

ing old Friends together; nor would it be un- 

worthy his Labour to give us an Account at 

large af the ſweet Converſation that aroſe up- 

\ on meeting ſuch an entire Friend as he men- 
| tions. 

But to be Serious ; Is there any thing, but 

its being downright Fact, could make a rati- 

onal Creature believe *twere poflible to arrive 

at this Fantaſtick Poſthumous Folly ? Not at the 

ſame time but that *twere Buffoonery rather 

than Satyr to explode all Funeral Honours ; 

but then it is certainly neceſſary to make em ſuch 

that the Mourners ſhould be in earneſt, and the 

| Lamented 
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Lamented worthy of our Sorrow : But this Pur- 
poſe is ſo far from being ſerv'd, that it is utter- 
ly deſtroy'd by the manner of Proceeding among 
us, where the Obſequies which are due only tv 
the Beſt and Higheſt of haman Race (to admo- 
niſh their ſhort Survivors that neither Wit, nor 
Valour, nor Wiſdom, nor Glory can ſuſj 
our Fate) are proſtituted, and beſtow'd upon 
ſach as have nothing in Common with Men, 
but their Mortality. 

But the dead Man is not to paſs off ſo eaſily, 
for his laſt Thoughts are alſo to ſuffer Diſſecti- 
on, and it ſeems there is an Artto be learn'd to 
ſpeak our own Senſe in other Mens Words, 
and a Man in a Gown that never ſaw his Face 
ſhall tell you immediately the Defign of the De- 
ceas d, better than all his old Acquaintance ; 
which is ſo perfect an Hocus Pocas, that with- 
out you can repeat ſuch and ſuch Words, you 
cannot convey what is in your Hands into ano- 
ther's; but far be it from any Man's Thought 
to ſay there are not Men of ſtrict Integrity of the 
Long Robe, tho? it is not every Body's good 
Fortune to meet with *em. 

However the daily legal Villanies we ſee 
committed, will alſo be eſteem'd things proper 
to be proſecuted by Satyr, nor could our en- 
ſuing Legiſlative do their Country a more ſea- 
ſonable Office than to look into the Diſtreſſes 
of an unhappy People, w ho groan perhaps in as 
much Miſery under intangled, as they could do 
under broken Laws; nor could there be a Re- 
ward high enough affign'd for a great Genius, 
if ſach may be found, who has Capacity ſufti- 
A F cient 
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ſufficient to glance — = falſe 2 
that are put upon us, and propoſe to the Exgli 
World, a Method of making Juſtice flow 12 
an uninterrupted Stream; there is ſo clear a 
Mind in being, whom we will name in Words 
that of all Men breathing can be only ſaid of 
him; Tis he that is Excellent 


Sex lin canſis aut Ho Civica Jura 
Reſponſare parat, ſeu condit amabile carmen. 


Other Enemies that may ariſe againſt this poor 
Play are indeed leſs terrible, but much more 
A- than theſe, and they are the Ladies; 

t if there is any thing that argues a Sower'd 
Man, who laſhes all for Lady Brampton; we 
may hope there will be ſeen alſo a Devoted Heart, 
that eſteems all for Lady Sharlus —— 


Spoken by Mr. Wilks. 


Aire Deſerted, and Dramatic Art, 

To da now the Eye, has left the Heart ; 
Gay Lights, and Dreſſes, — extended Scenes, 
Dæmons and Angels moving in Machines, 

All that can now, or pleaſe, or fright the Fair, 
be perform'd wit a Writer's Care, 
2. is & the Sk:ll of Carpenter, not Player : 
's Days could not thus far Advance; 
But 22 Bp to our Ladder Dance ? 
In the mid Region a ſilk Youth to ſtand, 
With that uorweildly Engme at Command ! 
— with intemp rate Meals while here you fit, 
Well may you take Activity for Nit: 
Fie, let Configſon on ſuch Dulneſs ſeize ; 
Bluſh you re ſo pleas'd, as we that ſo we pleaſe. 
But we, ſtill kind to your inverted Seuſe, 
Do moſt unnatural Things once more di 
For ſnce you're ſtill pre oa i» Deligle, 
Our Author made, à full Houſe to invite, 
A Funeral a Comedy to Night. 
Nor does he fear that you wil take the Hint, 
And let the Funeral his own be meant ; 
No, in Old England nothing can be won 
Without a Faction, Good or be done; ; 
To own this our frau Author does not fear, 
But hopes fer a prevailing Party Here; 


PROLOGUE, 


; 


He knows h'has mm'rous Frien „ nay know: they ll ſhow it, 


And for the Fellow- Soldier ſave the Poet. 


Dramatis 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


MEN. 

12 Mr. Thomas. 
Lord Hardy, 1 Mr. Cibber. 
Mr. Campley. Mr. Wilks. 

Mr. Truſty, Steward to Ld. Brampton. Mr. Mills. 

Cabinet. Mr. Toms. 

Mr. Sable, an Undertaker. Mr. Fohnſon. 

Puzzle, a Lawycr. Mr. Bowen. 

Trim, Servant to Lord Hardy. Mr. Pinkethman. 

Tom, the Lawyer's Clerk Mr. Fairbanck. 

WOMEN. 


Lady Sharlot © Orphan - Siſters left in Þ Mrs. Oldfeild. 


Lady Harriot C ward to Ld. Brampton & Mrs. Rogers. 
Madamoiſelle ¶ Epingle. Mrs. Lucas. 
Tartleaid. Mrs. Kent. 
Mrs. Furdingale. Mr. Norris. 


Vifitant-Ladies, Sable's Servants, Recruits, &c. 
SCENE Covent-Garden. 


THE 


THE 


FUNERAL: 


O R, 


Grief Alla- mode. 


ACTI SCENE l. 


rn 


Enter Cabinet, Sable, and Campley. 


GIN. 
I Burſt into Laughter, I can't bear to 
ſee Writ over an Undertaker's 
Door, Dreſſes for the Dead, and 
Neceſlaries for Funerals! Ha! ha! ha! 
Sab. Well Gentlemen, tis very 
well, I know yon are of the 
= Laughers, the Wits that take the 


Liberty to deride all things that are Magnificent and 
emn. 
Cam. Nay, but after all, I can't but admire Sable's 
jcs Diſcerning on the fiperſinons Cures of Mantinn 


lament, and follow in their 


ſtead, their neareſt Relations, and ſubborn others to 
Art, what they themſclyes ſhonld be promp- 
by Nature ? 


Te- 


Honour, but to ſatisfie the Vanity or In- 
tereſt of their Survivors. 


foreign to our Intrinſick real Happineſs, 

have a Being in Imagination only, as you may ſee by 
the pudder that is made about Precedence, Titles, 
Court Favour, Maidenheads, and China- ware 

Cam. Ay, Mr. Salle, but all thoſe are Objects that 

mote our Joy, are bright to the Eye, or ſtamp 
upon our Minds Picaiure and Self- ſatisfaction. 

Sab. You are cxtreamly miſtaken, Sir; for one 
would wonder to conſider that after all our Outcries 
againſt Self. intereſted Men, there are few, very few 

In 
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in the whole World that Live to themſelves, but ſa- 
4 SEES 
ppearance ity in E others; 
there is nating 2 — diſtreſs'd, than 
a young Bride in her glittering Retinue, or 
joyful, than a young Widow in her Weeds and b 
Train; of both which, the Lady of this Houſe ma 
be an Inſtance, for ſhe has been the one, and is, I 
be ſworn, the other. 


Cab. You talk, Mr. Sable, moſt Learnedly! 
Sab. I have the Learning, Sir, 
—_— Couſin that married laſt 


all that Grief an Hypocrite? „ all thoſe 
Shrieks, thoſe Swoonings, that Riſing falling Boſom 
be conſtrain'd? You're Uncharitable, Sable, to believe 
it — what Colour, what Reaſon had you for it? 
Sab. Furſt, Sir, her Carriage in her Concerns with 
me, for I never yet could meet with a forrowful Re- 
lict, but was her ſelf enough to make an hard Bar- 
gain with me Vet I muſt confeſs they have fre- 
quent Interruptions of Grief and Sorrow when 
read my Bill but as for her, nothing, ſhe relolv'd, 
that look'd Bright or Joyous ſhould afier her Love's 
Death approach her. her Servants that were not 
cole Black muſt turn out; a fair Completion made 
her Eyes and Heart ake, ſhe'd none but downright 
Jet, and to exceed all Example ſhe hir'd my Mourn- 
ing Furniture by the Year, and in caſe of my Morta- 
lity ty d my Son to the tame Article; io in tix Weeks 
time ran away with a young Feiloww —— Prethee puſh 
on briskly, Mr. Cabmet, now is your time to have 
this Widow, for Tattleaid tells me ſhe always ſaid 
ſhe'd never — 
Cab. As you ſay, that's generally the moſt hopeful 
Sign. * 
$47, 
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Sab. I tell you, Sir, tis an infallible know 
chaſe Prefeiions are caly to introduce Dibeurke of 


Matrimony and Fellows. 


his Lordſhip (who indeed has now been ſo 
to 


ind as to leave us) has fo to men- 
tion 2 — of ſuch 8 
Sab. Unicaſonably! Why I tell you tis the only 
ing her Sorrow unfeign d:) When would 
of 1, but in the midſt of Paſſions ? 
There'sa what dye call, a Criſs the lucky Minute 
that's ſo talk d of, is a Moment between Joy and 
Grief, which you muſt take hold of, and your 


repetition of her Ladyſhip's Paſſions: 
her, ſhe's a true Lats Women and 
much a ſecond-hand thing as her Cloaths. 


in the Name of Goodneſs have you all been! 
he the ce and Tarr for Embalim- 
Hangings Six Nails, 
my Lord's Coat of Arms? Lg 


Enter Servant. 

Ser. Yes, Sir, and had come ſooner, but I went to 
the Herald's for a Coat for Alderman Gathergreaſe that 
dy'd laſt Night he has promis d to invent one 

to-morrow | 


Ah! Fox take ſome of our Cits, the firſtthing 
after their Death is to take care of their Birth 
Pax let him bear a Pair of Stockings, he's the _ 
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more 
this Fellow 
the That Wainſcoat Face muſt be o 


trance of the bait ———S0———but I'll fix you 
ſelf—— Let's have no Laughing now on an 


0m take you out of a Great Man's Service, and 
you the Pleaſure of receiving Wages? Did not 
I give you Ten, then Fifteen, now Twenty Shillings 
a Week, to be Sorrowful? and the more I give you, 
I think, the Gladder you are. 


Enter Gra er. 


Grav. I carry'd home to your Houſe the Shrowd 
the Gentleman was buried in laſt Night; I could not 
get his Ring off very eaſily, therefore I brought the 
inger and all ; and, Sir, Sexton gives his Service 
to you, and deſires to kno v whether you'd have any 
Bodies remov'd or not If not, he'll let em lye in 
their Graves a Week longer. | 
Sab. Give him my Service, I can't tell readily ; but 
our Friend, tell him, Dr. Paſſeport, with the Powder, 
has promiſed me Six or Seven Funerals this Week. | 
Fil {end to our Country-Farm at Kenſing:on-Gravel- 
Pits, and our City-H e in Warwick-Lane for News, 
you ſhall know time enough. * . 
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Care taken to give my Lady Langmiſhe's Woman 


I wonder, Goody Traſh, 
Qual; r 22 


Daug to 

White about my Lady Katherine Griſſels Body 
were privately to ing her 
s, where ſhe dy'd in Child- 
birth, to be buried like a Maid; but there is nothing 
. Well, 1 _ ow —_ — * 
Brick durſt Whi 
0 L ee ms as 
has ſurſeited about Town: Bring me no bad News, 
none of your Recoveries again. And you Mr. Block- 
head, I warrant you have not call'd at Mr. Peſtles the 
Apothecary : Will that Fellow never pay me? I ſtand 
Bound for all the Poiſon in that ſtarving Murderer's 
Shop: He ſerves me juſt as Dr. Quibas did, who 
promis'd to write a Treatiie againit Water-gruel, a 
'd healthy Slop, that has done me more Injury 
than all the Faculty: Look you now you're all upon 
the Sneer, let me have none but downright ſtupid 
Countenances — I've a good mind to turn you all 

off, and take People out of the Play-Houſe; but 
em they are as Ignorant of their Parts as you are o 
yours, they never Act but when they ſpeak ; when 
the chicf Indication of the Mind is in the Geſture, or 
indeed in caſe of Sorrow in no Geſture, except you 

were to Act a Widow, or ſo— But yours, 
Dolts, is all in dumb Show; dumb Show? I mean 
expreiſwe eloquent Show: As who can ice ſuch an 
horrid ugly Phiz as that Fellow's, and not be ſhock'd, 
aſſended, and kill d of all Joy while he bcholds it? 
maar ae adi. 


: 


. —ͤ— 
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I have pick'd out of all the rubbiſh of Mankind, and 
fed for your eminent Worthleſsneſs, attend, and know 
that I ſpeak you this Moment ſtiff and immutable to 
all of Noiſe, Mirth or Laughter: [ Makes Mouths 
at em as they paſs by him to bring em to a conſtant 

zenance.] So, they are pretty well-—pretty well — 


Euter Truſty and Lord Brumpton. 


Tru. "Twas Fondneſs, Sir, and tender Duty to you, 
who have been ſo worthy and fo juſt a Maſter to me, 
made me ſtay near you; they left me ſo, and there I 
found wake from your Lethargick Slumber; on 
which I will aſſume an Authority to beſcech you, Sir, 
to make juſt uſe of reviv'd Life, in wy, br 
are your true Fri and knowing her who has fo 

your noble Nature, as to make it act 

inſt it ſelf in Diſ-inheriting your brave Son. 

Lor. Sure tis impoſſible ſhe ſhould be ſuch a Crea- 
ture as you tell me—— My Mind reflects ten 

Endearments that plead unanſ\ y for 
her: Her chaſt reluctant Love, her eaſie Obſervance 
of all my wayward Humours, to which ſhe would ac- 
com her {elf with fo much eaſe, I could ſcarce 
obſerve it was a Virtue in her; ſhe hid her very Pa- 
tience. 

Tru. It was all Art, Sir, or Indifference to you, for 
what I ſay is downright matter of Fact. 

Lor. Why didſt thou ever tell me it! or why not 
in my Liſe- time, for I muſt call it fo, nor can I date 
a Minute mine, after her being Falſe, all paſt that Mo- 
ment is Death and Darknels : Why didit thou not 
tell me then, I ſay? 

Tru. Becauſe you were too much in Love with her 
to be inform'd; nor did I ever know a Man that 
touch d on Conjugal Affairs could ever reconcile the 
jarring Humours, but in a common Hatred of the In- 
termedler: But on this moſt extraordinary dan 
w 


* — 
The FUNER AL: Or, 


ſeems pointed 2 it e 


ThE 


— rr 
then your ian and good Genius. 

Lor. W you ſhall me, but would I had 
dy d 2 known it; my Head ſwims 
as it did when I fell into my Fit, 2 the hrs of 
it— How dizzy a Place is this World you l:ye in! 
All Human Life's a mere Vertigo 


Tre. Ay, ay, my Lord, fine ReleRicas, fine Re- 
flections, but 2 no Buſmeis: Thu: Sir, well 
ſtand conceal'd, and hear. I doubt not, a much hrer 
Dialogue than uſual between vi: ous Per.ons; lor 2 
late Accident has giv'n a little Jealoatic, WH makes 
em over act their Love and Confidence in ca- „ver. 


D. . 
Enter Widow and Tattleaid meeting, and ru. 
to each other. 
Wid. Oh Taitleaid ! 1778 A?: A our n Ec don N 
Tat. I alwrays faid, by hic Chu yard Cough, ud 


bury him, but {ill you were imm 
Wd. Nov, thou haſt ever n Comfort. my 
Confident, 1% Fricn“ ard my rant; and no Ill 
reward thy Pains; for tho' I icorn the whole Sex of 
Feilows, fu give em hopes far thy ſake; every Smile, 
Every Frown, crery Giſture, Humour, Caprice and 
Whi;niety of mine, ſhall he Gold to thee Girl; thou 
ſhair feel all the Srvectand Wealth of Leing a fine rich 
Wiion's Woman: Oh! hovr my Hez:! uns my firſt 
Year out, and jumps to all the Joys of Widow-hood ! 
If thirteen Months hence a Friend ſhould haul one to 
a Play one has a mind to fee, what Pleaſure twill be, 
when my Lady Brumpton's Footman's call'd (who kept 
a 


% 
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a Place for that very to make a ſudden In- 
ſurrection of fine Wigs in Pit and Side-Boxes. 
Then, with a pretty Sorrow in one's Face, and a wil- 
ling Bluſh for being ſtar d at, one ventures to look 
round, and bow to one of one's own Quality. Thus 


i 1 


but 
renades! The Lovers! 

Tat. Oh Madam, you make my Heart bound with- 
in me; I'll warrant you, Madam, I'll manage em all; 
and indeed, Madam, the Men are really very filly Crea- 
tures, 'tisno ſuch hard'matter —— They Rulers! They 
Governors! I warrant indeed! 

Wid. Ay Tattleaid, imagine themſelves mighty 

but Goernment founded on Force only is a 
B Power We rule them by their ion 
which blinds them into a Belief that they rule us, or 
at leaſt are in the Government with us But in this 
Nation our Power is Abſolute ; Thus, thus, we ſway 
Playing her Fan] A Fan is both the Standard, and the 
Flag of England: I laugh to ſee the Men go our Er- 
rands, ſtrut in Great Offices, live in Cares, Hazards 
and Scandals, to come home and be Fools to us in 
Brags of their Diſpatches, Negotiations, and their Wiſ- 
doms—as my Dear Deceas'd us d to entertain me; 
which I, to my ſelf from —— would liſp ſome 
filly Requeſt, pat him on the Face — He ſhakes his 
Head at my pretty Folly, calls me Simpleton; gives 
me a Jewel, then goes to Bed fo wiſe, ſo fatished, 
and fo deceiy'd! 


Tas. 
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Tur. But I proteſt, Madam, I've al wonder'd 
how could ſh m g Lord's 
ow you could accompliſh my young Lord's being 

Mid. Why Tatty, you muſt know my late Lord 
how prettily that ſounds, my Late Lord! But I ſay, 
my late Lord Frible was Generolity——1 preſs d him 
there, and whenever my Order, had told him 
Stories to my Son-in-Law's Diſadvantage, in his 
and Reſentment, I (whoſe Intereſt lay otherwiſe) 
ways fell on my Knees to implore his Pardon, and with 
Tears, Sighs and Importunities for him prevail'd agai 
him: Beſides this, you know I had when I pleas'd Fits; 
is at © mighty kelp in the Goverament of « Good, 
natur d Man; but to an Ill- natur d Fellow have a care 
of em he'll hate you for Natural Infirmities; will 
remember your Face in its Diſtortion, and not value 
your Return of Bcauty. 

Tat. Oh rare Madam! your Ladyſhip's a great Head- 
piece; but now, dear Madam, is the hard Task, if I 
may take the Li to ſay it——to enjoy all Free- 
doms, and ſeem to abſtain, to manage the number of 
Pretenders, and keep the Diſoblig' d from prating 

Mid. Never fear, Tattleaid; while you have Ri 
if youaffront one to Abuſe, you can give Hopes to ano- 
ther to Defend you: Theſe Maxims I have been layi 
up all my Husband's Life-time, for we muſt | 
againſt Calamities —— 

Tat. But now, Madam, a fine young Gentleman 
with a red Coat, that dances —— 


happy Woman) ſhall not 
and Youth married, is the Virgi 
where Mezentins the dead and living together : 
Tm ſure I was ty'd to a dead Man many 


ewn——Yct now I think ont, Tarweaid, be ſure to 


9 
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keep an obſtinate to all our old : 
1 Nr od em 

yrants to us; if we i 
Confidence to do it, were it ſo; and the Wile, if they 
believe it, will our Prudence. 

Tat. 14 —— I believe, Madam I ſpeak, 
Madam, but my humble Senſe Mr. Cabinet would 


l Marry me! No, Tattleaid. He that is ſo mean 
as to marry a Woman after an Affair with her, will 
be ſo baſe as to id that very Weakneſs : He that 
marries his W will uſe her like his Wench —— 
Such a Pair muſt ſure live in a ſecret mutual Scorn of 
each other—— and Wedlock is Hell, if at lcaſt one Side 
does not Love, as it would be Heav'n if both did; and 
1 believe it ſo much Heay'n, as to think it was never 
enjoy d in this World. 


Enter a Woman. 


Wom. A Gentleman to Mrs. Tattleaid—— [ Ex. Tat. 
Mid. Go to him—— Bleſs me, how careleſs and open 
have I been to this ſubtle Creature in the Caſe of Ca- 
binet, ſhe's certainly in his Intereſts — We People of 
Condition are never guarded enough againſt thoſe a- 
bout us: They watch when our Minds boil over with 
Joy, or Grief, to come in upon us: How mile- 
rable tis to have One one hates always about one, 
and when one can't endure ones own Reflection 
ſome Actions, who can bear the Thoughts of another 
__ But ſhe has me by deep deep Secrets 
Italians, they ſay, can readily remove the too 
much intruſted — Oh their ſcented Gloves! 
This Wench I know has play'd me falſe, and horn'd me 
in my Gallants : Oh Iraly, { could reſign all my Female 
Engliſh Liberty to thee, for thy much dearer Female 
Revenge! Well, what's the Matter, dear 
Tat — Emer 
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my Lad > by the , do know, 
Word a Ded: voy 


ight: Tis emphatically fo call'd, becauſe af- 
6 lens as of no eſſect, and 
you have nothing to do but hang 
only obliging thing you can then do 
teliiag you the Uſe of Tautology Read toward the 
oy eo hong wag ng fee reads] I the faid Earl 
Brumpton. do gi » grant and bequeath, 
over and above bie ad Premiſes, all the Scite and 
Capital Meſſuage cau'd by the Name of Oatham, and 
all Out-houſes, Barns, Stables and other Adifices and 
Buildings, Yards, Orchards. Gardens, Fields, Arbors, 
Trees, Lands, Earths, Meadows, Greens, Paſtures, 
Feedings, Woods, Underwoods, ** Waters, Wa- 
tercourſes, Fiſhings, Ponds, Pools, Commons, Com- 
mon of Paſture, Paths, Heath -Thickets, Profits, Com- 
modities and Emoluments, with their and every of 


tꝛeir 14 whatſoever, 


fears as the Synom- 


mons Words are re- 


pearmg, whom L. B. 


tai 
— of the large meature, or thereabouts, be the 
tame more or leis; all and ſingular which the ſaid 
Scite Capital ang, ans other the Premiſſes, with 
their and every of their Appurtenances are ſituate, ly- 
ing ard being —— * 
Fax. Hold, hold, good Tom; you do come on in- 
deed in Butinets, but don't uſe Noſe enough in 
Reading { Reads in a Ridi Law-Tone, till out 
of Breath ' M., Oe quite out — you Read to be 
Under 


+. as wa tt _ &©@© t&© mom ted ad 
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Underſtood — let me fee it I the faid Ear! —— 
Now again, ſuppoſe this were to be in Larm —— 
{Rams mito Latin Termmarions] Making Latin, is onl 
making it no Engliſh—— Ego Predict Cone: 4. 
Brumpton Toras meas Barnos—— Onthouſas, & Sta- 
bula; ——TYardos But there needs no further peru- 
al I now recollect the whole — my Lord, by 
this Inſtrument, Diſ-inherits his Son y —— ves 
all to my Lady ——and moreover, grant, the Wards 
of two Fortune-Wards to her Id eff, to be Sold 
by her; which is the Subject of my Buſimeſz to her 
Ladyſhip, who methinks a little overdoes the Affair 
of Grief, in letting me wait thus long on ſuch wel- 
come Articles — But here —— 


Enter Tatticaid wiping her Eyes. 

Tate. I have in vain done all I can to make her re- 
gard me——Pray Mr. Puzzle, you're a Man of Senſe, 
come in your ſelf, and ſpeak Reaſon, to bring her to 
ſome Conſideration of her ſelf, if r : 

Fux. Tom, III come down to the Hall to you; dear 
Madam, lead on. 

Ex. Clerk one way, Puz. Tatt. another. 


Ld. Brumpton and T advance from their Conceal- 
ment after a long Pauſe, and ſtaring at each other. 
Ld. B. Trufiy,” on thy Sincerity, on thy Fidelity to 

me thy Friend, thy A} thy Miſter, — — 

me directly ro one Queſtion: Am I really Alive? Am 

I that Identical, that Numerical, that very fame Lord 

Brammpton, ciiat —— 

Tru. That very Lord — that very Lord Brumpton, 

the very gencrous, honeſt and Lord Brumpto, 

who ſpent his ſtrong and riper Years with Honour 
and Reputation ; but in his Age of Decay declin'd from 

Virtue alio — that very Lord Brumpton who buried 

2 fine Lady, who brought him a fine Son, R 
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Short is the Date in which Ill Acts prevail, 
But Honeſty's a Rock can never fail. 


ACT U. SCENE I. 


Enter Lord Hardy ſolus. 


Ld. H. Mo indeed I am utterly undone, but 
to expect an Evil ſoftens the weight of 
as in Expectation: But ' 
become keep my ſeif even above 
Worldly Want? Shall I live at Home a ſtiff 
ly poor Man of Quality, 5 
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: 
f 
| 


GRIEF A-LA-MODE. 17 
I'm lighted 


Cauſe 


in whi 
equal that Eſtate ro which m 
Birth entitl 12 eb 
ſures — Ha! Trim. [Calling 
Free- Trim. 
Trir:. My Lord. 


Ld. H. How do the poor Rogues that are to Re- 


you may have 
eleven Shillings in the Pound; but he'll not touch 
your mm — in the 
P n you muſt let his 
Clerk Jonathan Item, Swear Peace againſt to 
keep you from Duelling —or inſure your Le, 
which you may do for Eight per Cent. On Terms 
he'll oblige you, which he would not do for any 
. but he has a Fricndſhip 

1 H. Oh, I'm his kemble Servant; but he muſt 
have his own Terms, we can't Starve, nor muſt my 
Fellows want: But methinks this is a calm Midnight, 
Pve heard no Duns to Day — 

Trim. Duns, my Lord? Why now your Father's 
Dead, and they can't Arreſt you; I ſhall grow a little 
leſs upon the ſmooth with em than 1 have been: 
Why Friend, fays I, how _ __ 

Z 


gent, and tell him I'm oblig d to him for his read 
to ſerve me, for I'm refolv'd to pay my Debts forth- 
with — [.4 Voice without. 
I don't know whether he's within, or not: Mr. Trim, 
r FI . 

H. Trim, ſee it is, I an't within 
know —— |; Fl 
Yes, Sir, my Lord's above, up — 

Ld. E. Who can it hot he come tae hs 


Enter Camply and Trim. 

Dear Tom Camply, this is kind You are an extraor- 
dinary Man indeed, who in the ſudden Acceſſion of 
a noble Fortune can be ſtill your ſelf, and viſit your 
leſs happy Friends. 

Cam. No, you are, my Lord, the 
Man, who on the loſs of an almoſt Princely Fortune, 
can be Maſter of a Temper, that makes you the Envy, 
rather than Pity of your more fortunate, not mare 
happy Friends, 


Ld. H. 


JJ Yr ooo Tron  ToW_ ® 
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Ld. H. Oh Sir, Servant but let me gaze 
. 
into W 4+ * , » 
] Ari know there's pew, oy i in 

is [beating Campley's Breaſt] Come, — 
ſeſs, who ſhares with me here -I muſt have her 
real and poetical Name —— Come —— She's in Sonnet, 
Cynthia — In Proſe. Miſtreſs. 

Cam. One you little dream of, tho' the is in 2 
manner of your placing there. 

Ld. H. My placing there? 

Cam. Why, my Lord, all the fine things you've 
fd to me in the Camp of my lady lor, your 
Father's Ward, ran in my ſo very much, that 
I made it my Buſineſs to become acquainted in that 
Family, which I did by Mr. Cavaer's means, and am 
now in Love in the ſame place with your Lordſhip. 

Ld. H. How | in Love in the ſame place with me, 
Mr. Cxmpley ? 

Cam. Ay, my Lord, with t'other Siſter, with 
t'other Siſter. 

Ld. H. What a Dance was TI, not to know which, 
without your naming her? Why, thou art the only 
Man breathing fit to deal with her — But my Lady 
Sharlot, there's a Woman —— So exfly virtuous! ——— 
So agieeably ſevere! Her Motion ſo unaffected, yet 
ſo compos'd! Her Lips breath nothing but Truth, 

Senſc, and flowing Wit. 

Cam. Lady Harrior! there's the Woman, ſuch Life, 
ſuch Spirit, ſuch Warmthin her Eycs-—Sucha live! y com- 
manding Air in her Glances; 12 ſpritely a Mein, that 
carries in it the Triumph of conſcious Beauty; her 
Lips are made up of Gum, aid Balm There's 
ſomething in that dear Girl that fires my Blood Above 
—- Above — Above —— 

Ld. H. Above what ? 

Cam. A Granadicr's March. 
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Ld. H. A foft Simile, I muſt confeſs—but oh that 
Sharlot ! to recline this Head, full of Care, on 
that tender, ſnowy-——fai Boſom ! 

Cam. Oh that Harriet! to Embrace that Beaute- 
ous 


1 H. on the We but methinks 
= , ＋ 
Hop Nie the the married make your 
* Felicity from Lady Shafer in her Friend- 
— her her houſhold Cares, 


＋— — ou think not of any 


3 your Hee, that is more than Skin- | 


Cam. wm. When 1 know her er IS 
Il tell you more of m 
I. H. 111 lightly of 
a Woman you Love with > gy me, I 
wonder how you make your Approaches in beſicging 
ſuch a Sort of Creature; ſhe ** Addreſſes, 
Fiddles? That Reigns Delights in 
crowd of Admirers—- IF 1 know ber ſhe's one of 
ou ma ve a general Acquaintance 
with. lus hes — ap 
Cam. You underſtand her very well You muſt 
rene 
an humorous Manner; I took care in all my Actions, 
before I diſcorer d the Lover, that ſhe ſhould in ge- 
ncral have a good ( on of mc; and have cver fince 
behav'd my ſelf all the good Humour and Eaſe 
I was able; fo that ſhe is now extreamly at a Loſs, 
how to throw me from the Familiarity of an Ac- 
, into the Diſtance of a Lover; but I 
out of it; when ſhe begins to frown, and look 
1 I mimick her till ſhe burſts out 


y A 11 That's ridiculous enough. 
Cann. 
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Cam. By Cabinet's Intereſt over m Brumpeon , 
n an old 
Maid her ip has plac'd about the young Ladies, 
I have eaſie at all times, and am this very Day 
to be admitted by her into their Apartment — 1 
have found you muſt know that ſhe is my Relati- 
ON —— . 

Ld. H. Her Ladyſhip has choſe an odd Companion 
for young Ladies — 

Cam. Oh my Lady's a Politician; ſhe told Tartleaia 
one Day, that an Maid was the beſt Guard for 


| 2 4 „ like Eunuchs in a Seraglio, 
| are Vigilant, out © they 


ſent my Couſin Fardmgale a Song, which 
are to | young 
will be by —and I am to be left alone with Lady 


Harriot, then I deſign to make my grand Attack, and 
to Day win or loſe her: I ken { Sir, this is an 


with half the Reſolution you have under mine, for to 
confeſs my Weakneſs, tho I know ſhe loves me, tho 
I kagow 4 is as ſtedfaſtly mine, as her Heart 
Idea of her high Value, and ſuch a melting Tender- 
neſs diſſolves my whole Frame, when I am near her 
that my Tongue faulters, my Nerves ſhake, and my 
Heart io alternately ſinks and riſes, that my premedi- 


tated Reſolves vaniſh into Confuſion, down-cait Eyes, 
and broken Utrerance ——- 


Cam. Ha! ha! ha! this in a Campagner too! Why, 
my Lond, that's the Condition Harriot would have me 
B * in, 


22 Tre FUNERAL: or, 


in, and then ſhe thinks ſhe could have me; 
that know her better than ſhe does her ſelf, 
ſhe'd infult me, and lead me a two Years 
er. and perhaps in the End turn me into 
the many neglected Men of better Senſe, 
been ridiculous for her Sake But I ſhall 


not left off thy Loving thy Rhiming, Trim's a 
Critick, pcs & war | a Scrviture at Oxon, [ gives 
« Paper to Trim ——] I give my ſelf into his Hands, 
becauſe you ſhan't ſee em till I'm gone. 
= Lord, your ng you ſhan't ſtir. 
1.4. H. Nor you neither then. 


[Strugling. 
Cam. You will be obey'd. 
[Exenmt. Lord Hardy waits on him down. 
Trim. What's in this Song——Ha-—— don't my Eyes 
deccive me— a Bill of Three Hundred Pounds 


Mr. Casn, 
RAT pay to Mr. William Trim, or Bearer, the 
Sum of Three Hundred Pounds, and place it to 


A 0 3. 
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is a Song indeed! Faith I'll ſet it, and ſing it my ſelf 
Pray pay to Mr. William Trim — ſo far in Reci- 
. Hundred, [/mgmg ridiculonfly — j 
Hun——dred-——Hundred--—- Hundred thrice re- 
peated, becauſe tis Three Hundred Pounds, I love 
Repetitions in Muſick, when there's a good Reaſon 
for it. Po—— unds after the Iralian manner ——If 
tacy'd bring me ſuch ſenſible Words as theſe, Id out- 
ſtrip all your Compolers, tor the Mutick Prize 
This was honeſtly done of Mr. Campley —— Tho' | 
have carry'd him many a Purſe from my Maſter when 
he was Enſign to our Company in Flanders -— 


Enter Lord Hardy. 
My Lord, I am your Lordihip's humble Servant. 

Ld. H. =, your humble Servant. But pray, my 
good familiar Friend, how come to be ſo very 
much my humble Servant all of a ſudden ? 

Trim. I beg Pardon, dear Sir, my Lord, I am not 
your humble Servant. 

Ld. H. No? 

Trim. Yes, my Lord, I am, but not as you mean 
but I am I am, my Lord--—in ſhort I'm 
overjoy'd. 

Ld. H. Overjoy'd! Thou'rt diſtracted hat ails 
the Fellow) Where's Campley's Song? 

Trim. Oh! my Lord, une would not think twas in 
him, Mr. 's really a very great Poct----—as for 
the Song, tis as they all end in Rhime Oui 
oe —IſſesKiſſes Boy Joy-—-—But. 
my Lord, the other in long Heroic Verſe. 

[ Reading it with a great Iune 

Pray pay to Mr. William Trim, er Order, the Sum of----- 
How ſweetly it runs? —— Pactolian Guineas chink 
every Line —— _ 

Ld. H. How very handiomiy this was done in 
Campley? I wonder d indeed ke was fo willing to 


ſhew 


bl lai 
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= his Verſes——in how careleſs a manner that 


Good or Ill in her alone is found, 
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Tru. I'll warrant I'll be 
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| EH fin! I don't believe my Eyes 
Softneis— | Locking in the Glaſs. ] They ant fo picr- 
cing: No, 'tis only Stuff the Men will be talking-—- 
Some People are ſuch Admirers of Teeth-—! ord what 
ſignifies Tecth? [ Showing her Teeth.) Avery Black-a- 
moor has as white Teeth as I——No, Siſter, I don't 
admire my ſelt, but I've a Spirit of Contradiction in 
me: I don't know I'm in Love with my ſelf, only to 


L. SV. 


1 


r 


8 


GRIEF A-L A-MODE. 27 


L. Sh. Ay, but Mr. will gain Ground ev'n 
of that Rival of his, Guy n= = 


of mine Sigh d and Sung of both Sexes, 
The Publick Envy, and the Publick Carr, 


I ſhan't be fo eaſily catch'd—-I thank him I want 


Sb. Well, Si if 1 firſt ſo ſilly, 
ell, Simpleton, if I am at 1 


L. Sh. 
be a little taken wita my ſelf, I know it 
and take pains to Correct it. 
L. Ha. Plaw! Plaw! talk this muſty Tale to Old 
Mrs. Fardimgale, tis too ſoon for me to think at that 


pley 
 T. No. The Fon bs aan OD er 
orward Thing did not think o ing me y— 
Oh —— 1 . Heart I hike wn 
What makes the Value of dear China, but tis fo 
brittle ? were it not or that, you might as well 
have {tone Mugs in 10 Cloſet — L 85 


28 The FUNERAL: Or, 
L. G. Hiſt, hiſt, here's Fardingale —— 


Enter Fardingale. 

Fer. Harriet, Lady Sharlot—— Il entertain 
now, a new juſt come hot out of the 
—— 
it, 114 , 


: 
1 
i 


warrant you. 

I. Ha. Ti like to be pretty indeed, of his Wri- 

Flmgs away. 

Door Fouts 
has 


Two thouſand Pounds a Year this is all 


—_— wie, for Couſin? 
pretty, Mrs. Fardingale. om 9 


But Herriot thinks that a little unreaſonable 
— ending cacher. — 


Far. Let him come in — we ſhall have the Song 
DOW — 


Enter 
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Y Y 
[Harriot looks grave wpon him) What's the Matter, dear 
Lady Harries. o— Not well? I proceſtto you I'm migh- 
tily concern d | pulls out a Bottle) This is a moſt ex- 
cellent Spirit—ſnutf it up, Ma am 
L. Ha. Piſn the familiar Coxcomb frets me bear- 


thus, "Twill over, I immediate 
L. Sh. Your Couſin Fardingale has ſhow: us forme of 
; there's the Spinet, Mr. Can. y, I know 


— 
you're 


Cam. She ſhould not have call'd it my Poetry. 


and find twill go to an excellent Air of old Mr. Laws's, 
who was my Mother's intimate Acquaintance; my 
Mother's, what do I talk of ? I mcan my Grand-Mo- 
ther's——- Oh here's the Lute— Couſin Campley, hold 


Oh! I have left off theic things many a Day. 

Camp. No; I profcis Madam, you 0 it admirably 
—— but are not aſſur d cnough--—Take it higher [m 
ber own Squale| Thus----1 know your Voice will bear 
It. 

L. Ha. Oh hideous Ch the groſs Flatterer—— 1 
— —— — pray go on, the Muſick 
Couſin adviſes — r j 

Ar 
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; ore od yo ons +» op wks 
it to pleaſe you . 
e We know it, good —— 


Far. Let not Love, and ſubftantial Bliſſes, is lively e- 
, and ran accordingiy in the 70 Orbe, to 
the ] Now I it higher 
L. Ha. Incomparably done | Nothing can equal it, 
except your Coulm ſang his own P — 
Cam. Madam, from my Lord Hardy) — [ Deli- 
vers 4 Letter to Lady Sharlot.] How do you ſay, my 
— A except I img it my ſelf? then ] aſſure 
I will —— | 
L. Sh. I han't patience, I muſt go read my Letter. 
{ Exit. 


Cam. Sings. Let not Love, &c. 
Fay. Bleſs me, what's become of Lady Sharlor? 


[ Exte. - 
L. Ha. Mrs. Far:imgaie, Mrs. Fardingale, what muſt 
we loſe you Going after her. 


e I IS 
in 


What means this Inſolence? a Plot upon me-—Do you 
know who I am--— 

Cam. Yes, Madam, _ my Lady Sharlot Love- 
ly, with ten Thouſand Pounds in your Pocket; and I 
am Mr. Campley, with n 
Quality enough to pretend to — - 
fon. bare I leave this Room, to hear you talk like a 
reaſonable Woman, as Nature has made you — Nay, 
*tis in vain to flounce—and diſcompoſe your ſelf 
and your Dreſs —— 

L. Ha. If there are Swords, if there are Men of 
Honour, and not all Daſtards, Cowards that pretend 
to this Injur'd Perſon — [RNuaming round the Rom. 

Cam. Ay, ay, Madam, let em come ——That's 
putting me in my way, Fighting's my Trade but 

bees youre _ 
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us d all Mankind too ill to expect ſo much Ser- 

vice In ſhort, Madam, were you a Fool I ſhould 
n with you [Seizing ber 
19 
Chafes round Room, Cam. a 

Cam. But Madam, Madam, Madam, iy Ka 


Prethee Cynthia look behind [ Sin s. 
Sa. 
L. Ha. Wrinkles, Small-Pox, nay, any — 


that's moſt t to Youth and Bloom, were wel- 
come in the place of io deteſted a Creature. 

Cam. No tuch matter, Lady Harriot; I would not 
be a vain Coxcomb, but I know 1 am not deteſtable, 
nay, know where you've ſaid as much before you un- 

me for Servant. Was I immediately 


transform'd I became your Lover ? 

L. Ha. My Lover, Sir, did I ever give you Reaſon 
to think I admitted you as uch? 

Cam. Yes, did in your uſing me ill —for if 


you Goel upon the Score of my 

to you, how do you anſwer to your {elf ſome parts 
ws, , our Behaviour to me as a Gentleman ——Tis tri- 
all this in you, and 
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ſee it — Had better tell 
N 


— 5 
\ I can as as 
I have been in = { by 


| | I fee d but uſtice in you to 
demand m — my my conſtant 
dendereſt Regard Service 


——And you ſhall have 

*em, ſince you are above 'em - — 
L. Ha. Nay, Mr. , you won't recail me to a 
Fault you have fo lately ſhown me I + i] not ſuf- 


1 +2 axcerbond bw Siſter oat of tac Room * 


For hc is no Ravi —— 
He is now in the Howe — And 1 would fan gain an 
Interview — 


. Ha. may 

little uſe of it; for the Tong.:e is the Inſtrument of 
Speech to us of a lower form; they are of that high 
Order ot . 


Cam. You — ſelf an Heroine to her, 
and the firſt Woman that waxever Vanquildby hearing 


2 ,d 
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„ eng > enacts ang 

made acquainted with her 

. ſtand your Ground bravely, 
we ll March into her thus. [She on 

L. Hs. Who'll believe a Woman's Anger more? I've 


betray'd the whole Sex to you, Mr. Campley. ¶ Eva. 


Re-enter Lord Hardy and Campley. 


Cam. My Lord, her Siſter, who now is mine, will 
immediately ſend her hither - But be your 


Ld. H. 1 fear to ſee her——TI know I 
Wt Ib Ft 


1 


2 


0 
f 


As 


hope you have, Madam, and that their 


1 

L. Sh. My Lord? 2 
Ld. H. Was not your Ladyſhip going to ſay ſome- 
thing? 


L. Sh. I only attended to what your Lordſhip was 
going to ſay That is, my Lord-—But you were, I 


H 
Sh. I think I have Letters from you, dated Ades 
AE. 
Sh. 


believe, going to ſay ſomething of that Garden of the 
rr Misfortunes in 
pagland are ch as make you juſtly regret your le 
vi Place. 

EA. H. There is a Perſonin England may make thoſe 
Loſſes inſenſible to me 

L. Sh. Indeed, my Lord, there have fo few of 
Quality attended his Majeſty in the War, 

Birth and Merit may well for his Favour. 

Ld. H. I have, indeed, all the Zeal in the World for 
his Majeſty's Service, and moſt grateful Affection for 
his Perſon, but did not then mean him 

L. Sh. But can indeed impartially ſay that our 
Iſland is really le to the reſt of the World, or 
is it an Arrogance only in us to think ſo? 

Ld. H. I profeſs, am, that little I have ſeen has 
but more endear d England to me; for that Medley of 
Humours which perhaps diſtracts our Publick Aflairs, 
does, methinks, improve our private Laves, and makes 
Converſation more various, and conſequently more 
— Every where elſe both Men and Things 

ve ſame Countenance— In France meet 
much Civility, and little Friendſhip; in deep 
Attention, but little Reflection; in Jtaly, all Plea- 
ſure, but no Mirth-—But here with us, where you 
— ur fl ä — 
_ ou can'e fall into wherei 
not laſtructed or Diverted. 90 . 

L. Sh. I never had an Account of any thing from 
you, my Lord, but I mourn'd the loſs of my Brother, 
vou would have been ſo happy a Companion for 
him With that right Senſe o yours— My Lord, 
you need not bow ſo Obſequiouſſy, for I do you but 
n of your ſceing a 

y in Italy very like me-—-Did you Viſit her of- 
den! 


Ld. H. 


An wa wo n NR *»&H5 


„ 
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Ld. H. Once or twice, but I obſerv'd her fo looſe a 
Creature, that I could have kill'd her for having your 


Cauſe of his Fever was a vio- 


Woman he had not Power 
als her his Regard for her, as 


L. Sh. You were to him, wha _— CC 
been to you Whither am I running: Poor, your 
1 —e 


L. Ha. Undone ! Undone! Tate hs found, by 


ſome or other, that Campley 
Hardy hither, we are CY ruin'd, X 


Ld, H. IIl ſtay and confront her. 
. in her 


Enter Campley. 


Cam. Come, come, my Lord, we're routed Horſe 
N nos ths bk in and 6 en. [ Exe. 

Ladies. Ay, y 

L. Ha. I tremble every Joint of me 


L. Sh. I'm at a ſtand a little, but Rage will reco- 
ver me, ſhe's coming in 


Euter 


bY 


4 1 * + — 
1 < 


| 
. 
| 


8. 
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Wid. Teen? By whom? as 
L. Sh. B wade vy 
much more 2 e 
82 it ſhall know your Secret 


Internperance, Publick Faſting-—Looſe Poems 
od — "an Homily on your Toilet——Your 


which 
ES TIES 
Ward of us, tvro helpleſs Virgins, — CI 
— „ 


wes — abe. . Ber Sfer! Th a fine thing to 
keep — Anger in ſtock by one, I. 
an lect vey hl Hom ha Ta 
this high flown. F ury! Why, ſhe 


in a Tragody! Bleſſing: on her Tongue 
— of 3. oy 
Scif-Examinarion. all this Fury? 
L. SH. Yes it is Madam; if I take pains to govern 
my Taſſions, a tull nnr give Liccnce 
vern em for me id. 


25 FSS 288.92 


8 
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Bars, to keep 
Leiger Lady, 


' 
1 

[Stamps about the Room. 

Wid. 1 leave you to cool upon it, Love and Anger 
are very warm Paſſions —— [Exit 


L. Ha. She has Lock d us in 

L. Sh. Knapſack? Well, I will break Walls to 
him I could fit down and my Eyes out! 
Siſter, what a Rage have I been in? Knapſack! III 


nocence which ſhould demand Aſſiſtance, does but at- 
tract Invaders: Will Providence guard us? How do I 
ſee that our Sex is naturally Indigent of Protection? 


And Woman's Happineſs, for all her Scorn, 
Is only by that Side whence ſhe was Born. 
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ACT III. SCENE I. 
Exter Lord Hardy, Campley and Trim. 


LA. H. T Hat Jade Tartleaid ſaw me * the Stairs, 
for I had not Patience to keep my Con- 
ceal ment, but muſt peep out to ſee what was become 


of you. 

—4 But we have Advice however it ſeems from 
the Garriſon already this Miſtreſs of Trim's is a migh- 
ty lucky Accident 

Trim. Ay, Gentlemen, ſhe has free Egreſs and Re- 
greſs, and you know the French are the beſt bred Peo- 
BP in tbe Werlki-—ſhc'il be aſſiſtant — But, Faith, 1 

ve one Scruple that hangs about me- and that is 
Look yo., ry Lord, we Servants have no Maſters in 
their Abſence — In a word, when I am with Mada- 
ioiſelle I talk of your Lordſhip as only a particular 
fcquaintance, that I do Bulineſs indeed for you ſomc- 
times I mat needs fay, cries I, that indeed my 
Lord Hardy is really a Perion I have 2 great Honour 

Ld. E. Piſh! is tiat all? I underſtand you your 
\iiftreis does not know that you do me the Honour to 
clean ray Shoes or fo, upon occation—— Prithee, Mill, 

make your ſelf as Conſiderable as you pleaſe. 

a Irim. Well then, _=_ _ : oo out of 

er Reſpect to me, and underſtanding Mr. Campley was 
an —— of my Friend my Lord Hara, and con- 
deſcending (tho ine is ot a great Houle in France) to 
"make Manto's for the Improvement of the Engliſh—— 
5 which gives her eaſie Admittance— She, I ſay, mov d 
i7 1 chens Promiſes, has vouchſaf d to bring a Letter 
It VS #fom my Lady Harriot to Mr. Campley, and came to 
i me to bring her to him. 29 


Ferrer 


Rr ee 


Tx 
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that ſhe is dreſs d in the lateſt French Cut; her Dreſs is 


the Model of their Habit, and her ſelf of their Man- 
ners for ſhe is But ſhall fee her — [ Exit. 
LA. H. This gives me Life Chear up, Tom---- 


Enter Trim leading in Madamoiſellc. 
Trim. My dear Lord Hardy, this is Madamoiſelle I E- 
pmgle, whoſe Name you've often heard me ſi 
[Lord Hardy ſalutes her.] Mr. Campley—— Madamaiſclle 
d Epingle--— [Campley ſalutes her. 
Mad. Votre Servante, Gentlemen, votre Servante---- 
Cam. I proteſt to I never ſa any thing fo be- 
coming as your Dreſs--— ſha!l I beg the Favour you'd 
cend to let Mr. Trim lead you once round the 
Room, that I may {mire the Elegance of vour E1- 
bit——- [Trim lead: her row: d, 
Ld. H. Ho- could you ask ſuch a thing ? 
Cam. Pſhaw, my Lord, you are 2 baſhful Engl. 
Fellow——You ſee ſhe is not ſurpriz d at ir, but thinks 


me gallant in deſiring it-—Oh, Madam! your Air!. 


The Negligence, the Diſengagement of your Manaer ! 
Oh how delicate is your noble Nation-—- I fear, 
there's none but the clumſie Durch and Eugliſo would 
oppoſe ſuch polite Conquerors Wien Nail you tet 
an Engliſh Woman to dreſs d? 

Mad. De Engliſe! poor Parbarians, poor Sa 8 
dey know no more of de Drei. but to cover dere Na- 
kedneſs [glides along the com. Dev he cloted, but no 
dreſs'd— But Momicur Terpn, which Monteur Canp- 

? 

Trim. That's honeſt Tom C:mpley---- 

Cam. At your Service, Mad umu ele 

Mad. I frar 1 incur de Cenſure, [ pri!ling out the Let- 
ter, and recolleftinzg as loath to deliver it | out Mr. Terim 
being your intimate Friend, and I dei to Honour 

C 2 h. m 


— — E oo om. 
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him in de way of an Husband——So—ſo— how do I 
ont 
Mr. Term before, 2 


you ſpeak my 
nnn 
to give a Billet—it fo look—-Oh fie I can no ſtay 
after it Drops it, riss to the other end of 
the Room, then quite out, Re-enters] I beg ten touſand 
Pardons for go away to mal- [ Crrtſies as going. 
Ld. H. Your Servant. good Mr. Trim, you 
know you Command here pray, if Madam d Epingle 
will honour our Cottage with ſtay, wait on 
her in, and entertain her-—pray, Sir - £*; a 
Trim. My Lord, 22 — 
Im all Complaiſance— [ Leads her out. 
Can. Now to my dear Epiſtle— 


SIR, 


5 is one thing which you were too Ger erous to touch 
in our laſt Converſation e have reaſon to 


fear ra Widow's 22 to our Fortunes, if 


are not too quick for her I as% Lady Sharlot whe- 
— th's is not her Senſe to Lord Hardy She ſays no- 
thing, but lets me write on-——Theſe People always have, 
and will ha ve, Admittance every where, there fore we may 


bea / from you. 


— — ASL „„ 


hy, M 
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My obedient Servant! 
Thy Obedience ſhall ever be as voluntary as no 
ten thouſand thouſand Kiſſes on tho Thou dear 
Paper Look you, my Lord-—what a pretty Hand 
it is? 

Ld.H. Why, Tom, thou doſt not give me leave to 
ſce it you inatch it to your Mouth ſo—-you'll ſtifle 


the poor Lady 
Cam. Lock you, my Lord, all along the Lines here 
went the Pen; and through them white Intervals her 
2888 Do you ſee, tis is her Name-— 
. H. Nay, there's Lady Sharlot s Name too in the 
midſt of the Letter Why, you'll not be ſo uncon- 
ſcionable you re ſo y, you'll give me one Kiſs 


Cam. Well, ſhall, but re ſo eager - dont 
bite me for — have Zin your own 
there, there, Let go my Hand— 

Ld. H. What an exquiſite Pleaſure there is in this 
Foolery—- But what ſhall we do? 


* 2 Hold, Mr. Trim—— You forget h's Miſtreſs is 
Ld. H. Cra'mercy— Dear Will Trim, ſtep in hither. 
Cam. Ay, that's ing 

Enter Trim. 
Trim, have not I ſeen a young Woman ſometimes car- 
ry Maden 4 Epingle's Trinkets for her, coming from 
my Lady Brumpton's— 
Trim. Yes, you might have ſeen ſuch a one, ſhe 
waits for her now) | 
Cam. Do you think you could not prevail for me 
to be dreſs d in that Weach's Clothes, and attend 
C 3 Miltres 


Lſtreſs in her ſtead thither? They'll not dream we 
ſt ould ſo ſoon attempt agai 
Trim. Yes, I'll engage it 
Cam. Then we'll truſt the reſt to our good Genius, 
[1 about it inſtant iy Harriot Lovely 
[ Exit kiſſing the Letter. 


Enter Widow and Tattleaid. 


IWid. This was well done of you; be ſure you take 
care of their young Ladyſhips; you ſhall, I promiie 

u, have a ſnip in the Sale of 'em. 

Ir. I thank your good Ladyſhip. 

Wid. 1s that the Portcr's Paper of ot” ? 

Tat. Yes, Madam, he juſt So 
Anſwer is, that you're as well as can be in 
your Condition, but that you ſee no Body-— 


id. That's right [reading Names.) Lady Riggle, 
I ady An the, that Rigęle, a — an 
inditcreet filly Thing, 
for her Carriage juſtly 
and as Formal has only the A 


ſhe has only the A 
vonder, put thele Contradictions to each other into 
the ſame Coach, as you ſay they call d Mrs. Francis, 
and Mrs. Winifred Glebe—- who are they? 

Tat. are the —_ great Fortunes, have 
been out of Town this w Year; they are thoſe 
„ re 
took upon em to be very ill Bred-—- 

Mid. Did I fay fo? really I think twas apt enough, 
now I remember em: Lady Hyiukle, Oh ti im 
old Woman! there's no enduring her Affectation 4 
Youth, but I plague her; I always ask whether her 
Daughter in Wilzfhire has a Grandchild yet or not-— 
Lady Horchy—— l can't bear her Company, ſhe has fo 
much of that Virtue in her Heart, which I have in 
my Mouth only. 1 

Mrs. 


2 „ WD oo 06. 
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Mrs. After- Day Oh that's ſhe that was the Beau- 
ty the mighty Toaſt about Town, that's juſt come 
out of the Small-Pox, ſhe's horridly pitted they ſay; I 
long to ſee her and plague her with my Condolance---- 
Tis a pure ill- natur d Satisfaction to ice one that vas 
a Beauty unfortunately move dh the fame Languor, 
and Softneſs of Behaviour, that once was Charming u 
her To ice, I ay, her mortiſie that us d to ki. 
Ha, ha, ha! The reſt are a Carziugue of mere Names 
or Titles they wv. cre born to, an inſipid Croud of the 
neither good nor bad----- But you arc ture theſe other 
Ladies ſuſpect not in the {ak iii know of they 
coming 

Tat. No, dear Madam, tie are to 25k for me 

Hid. I hear a Coach Exit Tar. 
I've now an exquiſite Pleaſure in the thought of in. 
_ my Lady Sly, who p:ctcn!; to hare outgric, 4 


whole Town for her Ausland They aue cc 


tainly coming Oh no! Here let me. Ihus let me 
fit and think ¶ idom on her Couch, while he is ra- 
ving as to her ſelf, Tattlcaid ſoftly brings in the Ladics.; 
Vretched Diſconſolate as I am! Oh welcome----wwe.- 
come, dear killing Anguiſt—-— Oli that 1 could ) 
cown and dye in my preſent Hcavineſ - But chat 
how? Nay, my dear dear Lord---- Why do you look 
ſo pale, fo ſy at me, Wottoo, Wottoo, frigit thy 
own trembling ſhivering Wife. 

Tat. Nay, good Madam, be comforted. 

Wid. Thou i} alt not have me [ Puſhes Tar. 

Tat. Nay, good Madam. tis 1, tis I, your Lady- 
_ own Woman ITis I, Madam, that dreſs you, 

talk to you, — tell you all that's done in the Houſo 
Day; tis 1 — 

Wid. Isit then poſiible? Is it then poſſible that I am 
left ſpeak to nie not hold me not Iii bicak 
the liſt ning Walls with my Ce mplaints. [ Looks ſur- 
prix d at ſeemg Company, then ſer rely at Tattleaid.] Ah! 
7. ; C 4 1 LA. 
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1 La. Nay, Madam, be not angry at her, we would 
come in in ſpite of her We are your Friends, and 
are as concern d as you-—- 

N id. Ah! Madam, Madam, Madam, Madam, Iam 
an undone Woman-— Oh me! Alas! Alas! Oh! Oh! 
[ All join in her Notes.) I ſwoon, FS: [ Faimts. 

2 La. Pray, Mrs. Tattleaid, bring ſomething that is 
Cordial to her. Exit Tattleaid. 

3 La. Indeed, Madam, you ſhould have Patience, 
his Lordſhip was Old. To dye is but going before in 
a Journey we mult all take. 


Enter Tattleaid loaded with Bottles. 3d Lady takes a 
Bottle from her and drinks. 


4 La. Lord! how my Lady Fleer drinks; I've heard, 
indeed, but never could believe it of her. [ Drinks alſo. 
1 La. But, Madam, don't you hear what the Town 
ſays of the Jilt Flirt, the Men lik'd ſo much in the 
Fark Hark ye—— was ſeen with him in an Hackney- 
Coach and Silk-Stockins— Key-hole— his Wig-— 
on the Chair [Whiſpers by Interruptions. 
2 La. Impudent Hirt, to be found out! 
3 La. But 1 it only to you-— 
4 La. Nor I but to one more— [IWiiſpers next Wo. 
5 La. I can't believe it; nay, I always thought it, 
Madam— [Whiſpers the Widow. 
Wid. Sure tis —79— the demure prim Thing 
ſure all the Wor s Hypocrife—- Well, I thank my 
Stars, whatſoever Sufferings I have, I've none in Re- 
i I wonder at the Men, I could never think 
Fer handſome. She has really a good Shape and Com- 


to talk 

Charms? a Chit's, a Girl's Charms Come 

let us Widows be true to our ſelves, keep our Coun-- 
_ ._  tenances, 


rer prag K 
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tenances, and our Characters, and a Fig for the Maids, 
I mean for the unmarried. 

2 La. Ay, ſince they will ſet up for our Know- 
why ſhould not we for their Ignorance? 


is a Knight's Wife, 
the World! and would fain put the unweildy upon us 
for the ſoft, the languid! She has of a ſudden left her 
oy. aac Gro wp hy 6 Te FRO TONY, G08 ee 

id Siſty her Woman, ſpeaks to her by her Sirname, 
Mrs. ff, and her great Foot-Boy of Nineteen, 
bi 


for a Trooper, is ſtrip'd into a Lace Coat, 

now Mr. Page forſooth. 
4 La. Oh! I have ſeen her— Well, I heartily pity 
ſome People for their Wealth, they might have been 
unknown elſe ! You'd dye, Madam, to ſec her — 


One. 
5 La. Alas! ſome People think there's nothing but 
being fine to be Gentile? but the high Prance of the 
Horſes, m the brisk Inſolence _ 14 * in an 
Equipage of Quality, are inimitable, to our own 
Beaſts and Servants. a 1 
1 La. Now k of Equi I envy this 4 
the Beauty ſhe'll ap in 12 un addr} Bar well 
ſo become her Complexion ; I confeis I my ſelf 
mourn'd two Years no other Reaſon. Toke up 
that Hood there; Oh! that fair Face with a Va .. | 
take up her Hoods, 
Mid. Fie, fie, Ladies But I've been told, indeed, 
Black does become 


Co 2 La. * 
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2 La. Well, Il take the liberty to ſpeak it, there's 
young Nurbrain has long had (T'll be ſworn) a Paſſion 
for this Lady; but Tl tell you one thing, I fear ſhe'll 
diſlike, that is, he's younger than ſhe is. 
2 La. No, that'sno Exception; but 11] tell you one, wi 


he's younger than his Brother. hit 
id. Ladies, talk not of fuch Affairs: Who cou'd 
lore ſuch an Relict as I am? But, dear Ma- W 


dam, what grounds have you for that idle Story? 
4 La. Why 3 and trembles when you're M 
ſpoke of; it muſt be a Mateh. 
Wid. Nay, nay; you rally, you rally : But I know M 
vou mean it kindly. 
1 La. I ſwear we do. ſh 
[Tattleaid whiſpers the I ĩdow. 
Hid. But I muſt beſeech you, Ladies, ſince you have 
been ſo compaſſionate, as to viſit and accompany my tl 
Sorrow, to give me the only Comfort I can now ar 
know, to ſee my Friends chearful, and to honour an 
Entertainment Tartleaid has prepar d within for wy : 
[if I can find Strength enough I'll attend you; but I 
wiſh you'd excuie me, for I've no reliſh of Food or 
Joy, but will try to get a Bit down in my own 
Chamber. 
All. No. no, you muſt go with us. 
1 La. There's no Pleaſure without you. . 
Hd. But, Madam, I muſt beg of your Ladyſhip 
to be ſo importune to my freſh Calamity, as to men- 
rion Natbram any more: I'm ſure there's nothing in 
it: In Love — 2 quoth a', [1s helped off. 
[ Exennt. 


„Euter Madamoiſelle, and Campley in Woman's Clothes 
carrying hir Things. 


Mad. I very glad us be in de Ladies Antichamber; 
was fham'd of you. You you ſuch an impudent 


neee: rn wWwaHny 


* 
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Look : Beſides me wonder you were not ſeis d by the 
Conſtable, when you puſh'd de Man into de Kennel. 

Cam. Why, ſhou'd I have let him kiſs d me? 

Mad. No: But if you had hit him wit Fan, and ſay, 
why ſure Sawcy-box, it been enough; beſide what you 
hitted de Gentleman for offer kiſſe me. 

_ I beg pardon, Idid not know you were pleas d 
with it. 

Mad. Pleaſe, no, but me rader be kift, den vou. 
Mr. Terim's Freind, be found out. Could not you ſay 
when he kiſſe me, ſure Sawcy-box dat's Meat for your 
Maſter. Beſides you take ſuch Strides when you walk—-- 
walk Oh fie; deſe lirtil pette tiny bits a Woman 

( Shewwrg her ſtep. 

Cam. But prithee, Madamoiſelle, why have you loit 

your Exgliſh —— all of a ſudden; methought when 

the Fellow Tenge i of Whores, as we came along. 

and faid we came to Starre their own People, you 

gave him pretty plain Engli/2; he was a Dog, a Raical, 
you'd ſend him to the $: ocks— 

Mad. Ha! ha! ha! I was in a Paſſion and betray'd 
my ſeif, but you're my Lover's Friend, and a Man of 
Honour, therefore know you'll do nothing to injure 
us. Why, Mr. Campley, you muſt knou I can ſpeak 
— Low Engliſh as you, oat I don't tor tear of loſing 

mers: The Engliſh will never give 2 price 

for any To. they underſtand. Nay, I's e Known ſome 

F mend os buy with good Breeding, and 

— any rate rather 5 not be thought to have 

French enough to know what they were doing; ſtrang- 

and farfetch'd Things they only ike: Don't you tce 

how they ſwallow Gallons of the Juice of Tea, while 

their own Dock-leaves are trod under Foot. But 
Mum: my Lady Harrier. 


Enter Lady Ilarriot. 
Madam, veſtre Servante, Scervante---- 


L. a. 
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L. Ha. Well, Madameifell, did you deliver my Let 
cer 
Mad. Ovi 
L. Ha. Well and how is that it in your Hand? 
Mad. Ovi 
L. Ha. Well then, why don't you give it me? 
Mad. Oh fie! Lady, dat be fo right Engliſe, de 
Engliſe mind only de Words of de Lovers, but de 
Words of de Lovers are often Lie, but de Action no 
L. Ha. What does the thing mean ? Give me my 
Mad. Me did not deliver your Letter 
L. Ha. No? 
Mad. No, me tell you, me did drop it, to ſee Mr. 
Ty ue As deſe me drop 
run take it 
They both run to take it mp. Mad. takes it. 
L. Ha. Will you give me my Letter or not? 
Mad. Ovi——But dus he do-—Dere de Letter 


manner Mr it up better den I, do 
you no ſee it. [They both run, Harriot gets it. 
TL. Ha. Reads. 
Madan, 
Am glad mention'd what mdeed I did not at 
that time 4 of nor nor if I had, ſhou'd I have known 


how to have ſpoken of. But bleſs me more than Fortune 


e 
* 
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„ have any thing that 1 
I have? —- Madam. 


is Box, while I live, ha! ha! ha! 
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. ey? 
oh Anglaiſe! Dat is ſo Engliſe, all 
Women of oy tn France are dreſs and * 
a Valet de Chambre, de Man Chamber-maid help 
Complexion, better Den de Woman. [ Apart to Har. 
p | L. Ha. 
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L. Ha. Nay, that's a Secret in dreſs, Madamoiſelle, 1 
never knew e, and am fo unpoliſh'd an Exgliſh 
woman as to reſolve never to learn ev'n to a - 
fore my Husband. Oh! Indecency! Mr. Cambpley, 

— what Madamoi/elle ſays— 

Mad. Oh! Hiſt-----Bagatelle. 

L. Ha. Well, we'll run in and be ready in an in- 
ſtant. Exe. L. Harriot and Madamoiſelle. 

Cam. Well, I like her every Minute better and bet- 
ter. What a delicate Chaſtity ſhe has! There's ſome- 
thing to groſs in the Carriage of ſome Wives (tho 
they're honeſt too) that they loſe their Husbands 
Hearts for Faults, which if — . either A po 
Nature, or Breeding, w not how to 
tell em of. 5 how happy am I in ſuch a Friend 
as Hardy, ſuch a Miſtreis as Harriot ! 


Continue Head n, a grateſul Heart to bleſs 
H ith Faith in Frieraſhit, and m Love Succeſs. 


ACT IV. SCENE I. 
Enter Widow and Truſty. 


* Truſty, you have, I do aſſure you, the 
lame Place and Power, in the Management 
of my Lord Brumpton's Eſtate, as in his Life-time. (I 
am reduc'd to a Neceility of truſting him) [afide.] 
However Tatileaid diſſembles the Matter, ſhe muſt be 
ivy to Lady Harriot's 172 and Fardingale's as 
with em both, and I fear will be their Ruin, 
which tis my Care and Duty to prevent. Be Vigi- 
lant, and you ſhall be rewarded. I ſhall employ you 
wholly in Lady Sharlct's Affairs, ſte is able to pay 
SETVICES 


m. 
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— You've Senſe, and underſtand 
[ Exit Widow. 
Im. Yes, I do indeed underſtand you, and could 
wiſh another could with as much Deteſtation as I do, 
but my poor old Lord is fo ſtrangely, ſo bewitchedly 
Enamour'd of her; that ev'n after his Diſcovery S 
her Wickecdneſs, I ſee he could be reconcil'd to her, 
and tho he is aſham'd to confeſs to me, I know he 
2 peak with her. If I tell Lord Hardy all to 
; A. puck x his Father be 
diſhonour” a way ration. If 
1 Ap ap 1441 throw us 
all; een 


poſe her to 
make a Re-union impracticable: Alas, how is honeſt 


Truth baniſh'd the World, when we muſt watch the 
Seaſons and foft Avenues to Mens Hearts, to gain it 
Entrance ev'n for their own Good and Intereſt! [Ex. 


Enter Lord Hardy, Campley, and Trim. 
Ld. H. 1 = own Mistortunes, dear Cam- 
pley, when 1 on your Succels. 

Cam. I aſſure you, it moderates the ſv-cll of Joy 
— t © your — I hope 
my F is previous to yours; my Lady Harrict 
ns Mend an; Manage, A your cd Lady 

to our , our 
Sharke's Aﬀarrs are in the ſame Poſture. | 

Ld. H. Where is my Lady? 

Cam. She's at my Aunt's, my Lord. But, my 
Lord, if you don't interpoſe, I don't know how I 
ſhall adjuſt matters with Mr. Trim, for leaving his 
Miſtreſs behind me, I fear he'll demand Satisfaction 
of me. 
Duin. No, Sir; alas, I can know no Satisfaction 
while ſhe is in Therefore would rather 


Y 
be put in a way to recover her by ſtorming the = 


$2 F 
Me, or other feat of frag "veg NE" 


Then ſhall 


1 
Nor Eyes or Heart e er wander more: 
Both, Chloe, fix'd for &er on thee, 
For thew art all thy Sex to me. 
A Guilty is a Embrace ; 
I Qui © BP Chace: 

„ thow Meteor, F Fire, 
And all, 2 
Chloe my Reaſon moves and Awe, 


And Cupid ſhoe me, when be ſow. 


Trim. Look you, Gentlemen, fince 
©» foy weve all Lovers, and confoqucn 
do me the Honour to hear a little Air of mine: You 
muſt know then, I once had the Misfortune to fall 
in love below my ſelf, but Things went hard with 
22 0 that my Paſſion, or as I may poe- 


Fire was in the Kitchin: *Twas to- 
— ; but before I ever ſaw Mrs. De- 


as > po Come on then, Trim, let's have it. 
Trim. 1 muſt run into next Room for a Lute. [ Exit. 


ou This muſt be diverting! can the Rogue 
pay? 


: 5 Re erre- 
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Re-enter Trim, with a pair of Tongs. 


Ld. H. Mr. Trufly? My Father's Steward? What 
he have to {ay to me 


Cam. He's very honeſt, to my Knowledge. 

ouſe, he follow'd me to the Gate, and wept 
me, for which I've heard he'd like to have loſt 
lis Place, But however I muſt adviſe with you a lit- 


tle, about my Behaviour SIR db . Boy, bring 
him up hither, tell him II wait on him preſently. 


[Exit Boy. 

I ſhail want you, I believe, here, Trim. [ Exennt. 
Re-enter Boy and Truſty. 

Boy. My Lord will wait on you here wr 

Tru. Tis very well--—thele Lod 5 "> bo 

homely for the £ Earl of Brumpto — damn d 


Strumpet-——that I ſhou'd ever know my Maſter's 
Wife for ſuch——How many thoufand Things docs 
my Head run back to? After my Father's Death 
the Lord took me, — 72 in i 

his Regiment, and gave me Education. I was, I 
think, Three and mou when this young Lord 
within was chriſtned; a do there __ about 


1 38 
Think tha I ſhall fave the Family, from which Pve 
had my Brcad. 


Enter Trim. 


Trim, Sir, my Lord will wait you immediately. 

Tre. Sir, dis my Duty to wait him—-ſas Trim is 
going] but Sir, are not you the y Man that at- 
tended him at Chriſt-Church in Oxford, and have fol- 
low'd him ever ſince? 

Trim. Yes, Sir, I am. 

Tru. Nay, Sir, no harm, but you'll thive the bet- 
ter for it. 


Trim. I like this old Fellow, I ſmell more Mony. 


[Afide. Exit. 


Tre. I think tis nov Eight Years fince I ſaw him, 


he was not then Nineteen, when I follow'd him to 


the Gate, and gave him fifty Guineas, which I 
aalen his Farber fee aber him ey 
Enter 


f (as as 6. cd as a» w- 


PY 1 n 
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Euter Lord Hardy. 


Ld. H. Mr. Trufly, I'm lad to ſee 
look very hale and jolly; — vw well ——m gad 
to {ce it but your Commands to me, Mr. Trufly. 

Tru. Why my Lord, I preſume to walt on your 
Lordſhip; my Lord, you're ſtrangely gro:vn; you're 
your Farher's very Picture; you're he, my Lord: You 
are the very Man that los d o view's. to ſee me 
look fo fine in my Lac d Livery, to go to Court. I was 
his Page when he was juſt ſuch another as you. He 
kiſs'd me afore a great many Lords, and faid I was 
a brave Man's Son that taught him to Exerciſe his 
Arms. I remember he carry'd me to the great Win- 
dow, and bid me be ſure to keep in your Mother's 


. my Lord's ſecond — 
for that Child's Sake: She pointe as well as ſhe could 
to you; r faid ſhe ſhould not die; 
bur ſhe did, my Lord; left the World, and no one 
Forgive me my honour'd Maſter, 
[Weeps, runs to my Lord, and hugs him] T've often car- 
d you in Arms that graſp you, they were 
then, but if I die to morrow you're worth 
Pounds by my Gift, tis what I've got 
in the Family, and I return it to you with thanks—-- 
But alas, do I live to ſee you want it? 
_- You confound me with all this Tenderneſs 
— trouble you no longer, my Lord 
Ld. H. Call it not a Trouble; for — 
Tru. My good Lord, I will not, I fay, indulge my 
{elf in talking fond Tales that melt me, and interrupt 
wy 
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Enter Campley and Will. 


Will, don't the Recruits wait for me to ſce em at their 
Parade before this Houſe ? 
Trim. Yes, and have waited theſe three Hours. 
Ld. H. Go to 'em, e ft kes we hand, 


, we muſt attack with 'em, if the are ſturdy, 
Evening. 
— where Im dy'd at it. I'll war- 


4 1 do it, if I in 
H. 1 you ſhall. [Trim rms out jumping. 
Cam. You ſeem, my Lord, to be in deep Medita- 
tion. 

Ld. H. 1 - &- op that ma 
7 on any thing that you may 


Enter Trim, with + Cuyay of rad Fehr, 
4 Cane 


1 Sol. Why then I find, Mr. Trim, we ſhall come 
to Blows be we ſee the French 

Trim. Harkee, Friend, tis not your Affair to 
or enquire what you are going to do, tis only 
Commanders 


2 The French, Pox. r 
—— Fi 
— An OTST 
DO at Steinkirk ?-—- 
2 Sol. I grant it; you know I have an Antipathy 
to the French I hate to ſec the Dogs Look you 
—— I was ſhot quite through the Body 


Trim. -_ ny look where it _ at 48 Back. 
2 Sol. Look you, Mr. Trim, 


Joke, we know you arc a wi. Je hath ns BR 
fighting Man? 


Enter 
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Euter Kate. 


Kate. Mr. Trim Mr. Trim 

Trim. Things are not as they have been, Mrs. Kate, 
I now pay the Company—And we that piy Mony 
expect a little more Ceremony—- 

Kate. Will your Honour pleaſe to taſte ſome right 
Freuch Brandy? — 4 

Trin. Art thou ſure, good Woman, tis right [ Drmks.] 
How) Frenc „ap, if 1 find you deceive 
me, who pay the [ Drinks. 

Kate. Pray, good Maſter, have you ſpoke to my 
, Thave, buryou tall peak to him your Gl 

Trim. I have, | to him — 
thou haſt been a tes Cannpaigner, Kate, dye we muſt 
not neglect thee——-Do you ſell grey Peale yet of an 
Evening-—\irs. Matchlock---- [ Drucks agam. 

Kate. An _ to turn the Penny, but I got mere 
by crying Pamphlets this Year, than by any thing I 
have done a great whlc-—Now I am Married into 
the Company again, I delign to croſs the Scas next 
Year. But, , my Husband, a Temple Porter, and 
a Parliament Man's Footman, laſt Night by their talk 
made me think there was danger of a Peace, why 
they ſaid all the prime People were againſt a War. 

Trim. No, no, Kate, never fear, you know I kcep 
great Company, all Men are for a War; but ſome 
would have it, Abroad, and ſome would have it at 
Home in their own Country. 

Kate, Ay, {ay you ſo, Drink about Gentlemen, not 
a Farthing to pay, a War is a War, be it where it 
will ;—--But pray, Mr. Trim, ſpeak to my Lord, that 
when theſe Gentlemen have Shirts I may waſh for 
em. . 
Trim. I tell you, if you behave well to Night, you 
frall have a Fortnight's Pay cach Man as a Reward; 
but there's none of you Induſtrious, there's 2 _ 
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tice taken; nay, three of em alas in the ſame 

gn, here he Woman ſtands that iays it, I 
pt a Man till I firſt try d if he could 
if not, I think twas fair Plunder, 


well, we'll conſider thee Kate, but fall back 
. A Roll of what? Geatlemen Sol- 


Tran. 
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Trim to Pamkin.) Do you hear that, my Lord him- 
wag deny but we are all Gentlemen as much as 


about Guy-Court A Vinegar-Tard, in 


March eaſie, that I may view you as you paſs by me: 
Drums. Simon Ruffle. Darby Tattoo---- $a Shil- \ 


ing for Tattoo be always ſo tight: How does 
bees Emi fo clean? — 

Trim. Sir, he is a Tragedy-Drum to one of the 
Play-houſes. 

Ld. H. Private Gentlemen —— Alexander Cowitch, 
L, William Faggot, Nicholas Scab, 

Megrim, Philip Scratciz, Nehemiah „ Han- 

prey Garbage, Nathaniel Matchlock. * \ 

Cam. What, is Matchlock come back ro the Compa- / 
- ee . ame 


Kate. O brave me Shall I be a Scricant's Lady-—1T 
faith I'll make the Drums. and the Corporai's Wives, 
and Company-keepers know their Diſtance. 


Cam. How far out of the Country did you come to | 


Liſt, don's cone from Cornwall, how did you | 
bear your ? 
[ March. 1 was vrhipt from Conſtable to Conſta- \ 


' dle | 
| Trim. Ay, my Lord, that's due by tlie Courteſy of 
| England to all that want in red Coats; be{f'cs, there's 
| an 


' 


* — E—R——_— wy —_—_—_ 
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Poor 
Ld. H. Timothy — Oh Ragg! I when 
gave you your Diſc juſt afore the we 
ſhould never have had you again, how came you to 


To pull down the French King. 

Pu. ark reſolv'd—-But pull your Shirt into 
your Breeches, in the mean time. Feoſfrey Tatter— 
What's become of the Skirts and Buttons of your 
Coat? 

Tatter. In our laſt Cloathing in the Regiment I ſery'd 
in afore, the Colonel had one Skirt , the 
one behind, and every Captain of the Regiment 2 
{ Button. 


— w_— — - 2 


to do more 


Nr RAT ION) nn 
Know 
Left? — Clauss Fra. a Blow on the — 

Ld. H. NHugh ClumpClump, thou groweſt a little 
oo heavy for Marching. 

Trim. Ay, my Lord, but if we don't allow him the 
Pay he'll e, for he's too Lame to get into the 
Hoſpital. 

Ld. H. Richard Bumpkin: Ha! A perfect Country 
Hick——how came you, Friend, to be a Soldier? 

Bump. An't pleaſe your Honour, I have been croꝶ 
in Love, and am —— to {eek my Fortune. 

Ld. H. Well I've ſeen enough of em, if you mind 
your Affair, and act like a wiſe General, theſe Fellows 
may do— come take your Orders. [Trim puts his 
Hat on his Stick, while my Lord is giving him the Ring, 
and whiſpers Orders.) Well, — do your Bult- 


neſ⸗ 


ll ͤ —-—-— —-— 
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All. Bleſs your Honour. Exe. Har. and Campley. 
Trim. Now, my brave Friends and Fellow-Soldiers---- 
aſide] I muſt Fellow-Soldier em juſt afore a Battel, 
ike a true Officer, tho' I Cane em all the Year round 
belide—| Strutt ing about) Major-General Trim, no, 
Pox, Irim ſounds io very ſhort and priggiſh—that my 
Name ſhould be a yllable! But the Foreign News 
will write me, I ſuppoſe, Montieur or Chevalier Tri- 
mont, Seigneur ITrimoni, or Count Trimut z in the 
German Army I ſhall perhaps be call d; ay, that's all 
the Plague and Comfort of us great Men, they do fo 
toſs our Names about But Gentlemen, you are now 
under my Command—Huzza! Thrice Faith, this 
is very pleaſing, this Grandeur! Why, after all, tis upon 
the Neck of tuch Scoundrels as theſe Gentlemen, thit 
we great Captains build our Renown-—A Million or 
two of theſe Fellows make an Alexander, and as that 
my Predeceſſor {aid in the Tragedy of him on the 
very {ame occaſion going to ſtorm tor his Statira, ſo 
do I for my Dear Sempſtreſs, Madam 4 Epingie. 


When I ruſh on, ſure none will dare to ſtay ; 
*Tis Beauty calls, and Glory leads the way. 


ACT 


ACT V. SCENE l. 


8 Enter Truſty and Lord Brumpton. 
I 


Tru. C HE knows no Moderation in her good For- 
rune, ſhe has, out of Impatience to ſec her ſelf 
in her Weeds, order'd her Mantua Woman to @:tch 
Fy up any thing immediately You may hear her and 
1 Tattleaid laugh aloud ſhe is fo want only merry. 
11 Ld. B. But this of Lady Sha lot is the very utmoſt 
* of all Ill -— Pray read — But I muſt fit — My late 
* Fit of the Gout makes me act with Pain and Con- 
is {traint Let me ice —— 


* Tru. She writ it by the Page, who brought it me, 
At as I had wheedle him to do all their Paſſages. 4 
* Ld. B. [read.] You muit watch the uccation of 4 


ar the Servants being gone out of the Houic with the 
ne Corps, Tartleaid thall — > ae to my Lady Shar- 
ens Apartment ——away with her and be fire 
you Bed her — 
Your Aſſectionate Siſter, Mary Brumpton. 
Brumpton? The Cicature ——She call d as Frazk's 
Mother Was? Brampton! The Succuba! What a Devil 
Incarnate hai ec I had in my Boſom? Why, the common 
abandon'd Town Women would ſcruple tuch an Acti- 
on as this —- Tho' they have loſt x pr to their 
own Chaſtity, they would be tender of another's — 
Why ſure ſhe had no Infancy — She never had Vir- 
Fauth. to have no Compaſlion through Memory of 
r own former Innocence —- This is to forget her 
very Humanity —— her very Sex — Where is my 
r Boy? Where's Frank? not he want! How 
he hv'd all this time—— Not a Scrvant I warrant, 
to attend him —— What Company can he keep? What 
can he ſay of his Father? D 
D 2 | Tru. 
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Tru. Tho' you made him not your Heir, he is ſtill 
your Son——and has all the Duty and Tenderneſs in 
the world, for your Memory 

Ld. B. It is impoſſible, Trafty, it is impoſſible — I 
will not rack my ſelf with hr, that one 1 
have injur d can be fo very good-—Keep me in Counte- 
nance tell me he hates my very Name — wou'd 
not aſſume my Title, becauſe it deſcends from me —— 
What's his Company ? 

Tru. Young Tom , they are never aſunder. 

Ld. B. I am glad He has my Tattler — the 
Chearful Innocent oats Gage) Bo he'll be good 
to her——he's good-natur'd and well-bred —— 

Tru. But, my Lord, ſhe was very punctual in or- 
dering the Funcral — ſhe bid Sable be ſure to lay you 

enough ſhe had heard fach Stories of the 
wi Sextons taking up People — but I wiſh, my 
Lord, you would pleaſe to hear her and Taztleaid once 
more 

Ld. B. I know to what thy Zeal tends but I 
11 but that I have 
ſtill a Softneſs for her I ſay tho I had fo, it ſhould 
never make me that Honour 
that becomes a Peer of England — if I could 
Injuries done my ſelf thus ——1 never will thoſe 
done my Friends — You Sharlot's worthy Fa- 
ther — No — there's no need of my ſeeing more 
of this Woman——1 behold her now with the ſame 
Eyes that you do — there's a Meanneſs in all ſhe fays 

mething ever wanting to make her appear m 
Brumpton — ſhe hes wanting natively 
ſee ! love her not I talk with judgment of her 

Tru. I ſee it, my good Lord, with Joy I fee it 
nor care how few things I ſee more in this World 
6— — 
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welcome Decay tis not Decay, but growth to a 
latter Being. * Kar, leading Ld. B. 

Tru. I have your Letter, Mr. Cabinet. 

Cab. I hope, Sir, you'll believe it was not in my 
Nature to be guilty of ſo much Baſeneſs; but being 
born a Gentleman, and bred out of all Roads of Indu- 
ſtry in that idle manner too many are, I ſoon ſpent a 
ſmall Patrimony; and being ch'd by Luxury, I 
fell into the narrow Mind to dread no Infamy like 
Poverty——which made me guilty, as that Paper tells 

—— and had I not writ to you, I am ſure I never 
could have told you of it. 

Tre. It is an ingenious, pious Penitence in you —— 
my Lord Hardy (to whom this Secret is ineſtima- 


ble) is a noble-natur'd Man and you ſhall find him 
ſuch ——1 gize you my Word —— 

Cab. I know, Sir, your Integrity---- 

Irm. But pray be there all that you have to do is 


toask for the lewoman at the Houle at my Lord 
Hardy's —ſhell take care of you— And pray have 
Patience, where ſhe places you, till you ſee me. 
[Exit Cab.] My Lord Hardy's being 2n Houſe where they 
receive Lodgers, has allow'd me convenience to place 
every Body I think neceſſary to be by at her Diſco- 
very—— Thi igious welcome Secret! I ſee how- 
it Actions may appcar, we 
that is Ours, is to be 


W 


And Hevn in its own Cauſe will bleſs eh" Event. 
Exit. 
Enter Trim and his Party. 


Tran. March up, March up——Now we are near 
2 
When we come to Lord Brumpton's Door, and 
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you ſee vs conveniently diſpos d about the Houſe —— 
you are to wait till you ſee a Corps brought out of 
the Houſe-— then to go up to him you obſerve the 
Director. and ask importunately for an Alms to a 
Soldier for vrhich you may be ſure you ſhall 
ea Blow or two —- but if you have not, be 
Sawcy ti! you ha e — Then when you ſee a File ot 
Men got betwecn the Houlc and the Body A File 
of Men, Pumpkin, is fix Men —-I fay, when you ſee 
the File in ſuch a Poſture, that half the File may face 
to the Houſe, half to the Body — you are to fall 
down, ons Murder, that the half File fac'd to the 
Body may throw it and them{itlves over you -—- I 
then March to your Reicuc-——Then, Swagger, you and 
Party f2!l in to {ccure my Rear, while I march 
oft with the Body Theic arc the Orders — and 
this, with a little Iinprovement of my own, is the 
fame Diizpoiticn . leroy and Cat nat made at Chiari. 
{ Marches off with his Party. 


Enter Wicow in dec Mourning, with a dead Squirrel on 
ker Am, and Tattleaid. 

Wid. It muſt be ſo It muſt be your Careleſsneſs 
What hai ic Poge to do in my bed-chamber? 

Tat. Indeed. Nladam, I cant tcil-— But I came 
in and catch'd him wringing round his Neck—— 

Wid. Tell the Raical from me—he ſhall romp with 
the Foot men no more No—— Fil ſend the Rogue 
in a Frock to learn Latin among the diity Boys that 
come to gcod—---1 vill —— But 'tis ever fo amon 


theſe Creatures that !ive on one's ſuperfiuous Affecti- 


ons; a Lady's Woman, Page and Squirrel are always 

Rivals. 

Poor harmleſs Animal —— P ev'n in Death · 

Death might have over-look'd thy little Life 

How could ſt thou, Robin, leave thy Nuts and me? 

How was't, import nate Deareſt, thou ſhould ſt dic -M 
"I » 
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Thou never did'ſt invade thy Neighbour's Soik : 
Never mad'ſt War with ſpecious Shews of Peace: 
Thou never haſt depopulated Regions, 
But chearfully didſt bear thy little Chain, 
Content So I but fed thee with this Hand. 

Tat. Alas, alas! we are all Mortal: Conſider, Ma- 
dam, my Lord's dead too. [ Weeps. 

IVid. Ay, but our Animal Friends do wholly die; an 
Husband or Relation, after Death, is rewardcd or tor- 
mented —-- That's iome Conſolation ——1 know her 
Tears are falſe, for ſhe hated Robin always —— [a, de.] 
— But ſkc's a well-bred diſhoneſt Servant, that ne- 
ver ſpeaks a painful Truth—— But 11! refolve to con- 
quer my Atfltion —— Never ſpeak more of Robin 
Hide him the: e But to my Drcis——Horw ſuberly 
magnificent is Black —- And the Tran — I wonder 
how Widows came to wear ſuch Jong Tails! 

Tat. Why, Madam, the ſlate! o{t of all Creatures 
has the longeſt Tail, the Peacock, nay 'thas of all 
Creatures the fineſt Mein too — except your Lady- 
ſhip, who are a Phenix—-- 

Mid. Ho! Brave Tart!lea'd — But did not vou ob- 
ſerve what a whining my Lady Siy male, when ſhe 
had drank a little? Did you believe her? Do you think 
there are really People ſorry for their Husbands ? 

Tat. Really, Madam, tome XNien do leave their For- 
tunes in ſuch Diſtraction, that I believe it may be 

"Speaks with Pins in ber Mouth. 

id. But I ſwear I wonder how it came up to dreis 
us thus I proteſt, when all my EquiPage is ready. 
and I move in full Pageantry, I ſha!l fancy my ſelf 
an Embaſſadreſs from the Commonwealth of Wo- 
men, the diſtreſſed State of Amazonia —- to treat for 
Men —- But I proteſt I wonder how two of us thus 
clad can meet with a grave Face — Mcthinks they 
ſhould laugh out like two Fortune: tellers, or two op- 
ponent Lawyers that know each other for Cheats 

D 4 Tat. 
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Tat. *Ha! ha! ha! I fwear to you, Madam, your 

ip's Wit will choak me one time or other —— 

I had to have ſwallow'd all the Pins in my 

2 keep Houſe ſix Weeks, that 

id. But, Tatty, to ce 8 
3 


ity may be as afflicted as themſelves — 
o; tis becauſe they ſhould not ſee em as 

2. 1 bat hat Huſſey aid tha 
Wid. Ha! ha! ha! , never {ai t 

ke laſt— why di juſt—- Cs Satyr— I'm fare you 
w it in my Face, that I was going to ſay it—'twas 
too good for you Come, lay down that Sentence 
and the Pin-cuſhion, and pin up my Shoulder 
Harkee, H if you ſhou'd, 25 1 hope you W 
out-live me, care I an't buried in Flannel, *twould 
never become me, I'm ſure That they can be as 

: Well, III tell my new Acquaintance— What's 

her Name? She that reads fo much, and writes 
Verſes — Her Husband was deaf the firſt Quarter of a 
Year —I her Name That Expreſſion ſhe'll 
like— Well, Woman does divert me ſtrangely 
Ill be very great with her She talk d very learnedly 
of the Ridicule, till ſhe was ridiculous—then ſhe ſpoke 
of the Decent— of the le— of the 
ble ſhe deſigns to Print the Diſcourſe— But of all 
things I like her Notion of the Inſenſible. 

Tat. Pray, Madam, how was that? 
AO EEG 20 Rand in ave 
cens— the Purpoſe of it is to diſguiſe our A 
fion in this ill-bred Generation of Men, who ipeak bc- 
_—_ 1 
_—_ m my Company, 
Hoke ſome double Entendre— look thus! Bat pre 
cllow, and ſhall ſee how I'll uſe you The In- 
ſenſible is upon any occaſion, where we ſeem- | 
ingly 


Tat. 


Cuſtom; but the Reaſon of it, I. 
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i and ſecret] which i 
2 —_— ” Now wre 2 — 
— — — A — 


tenance I look at him juſt thus but-— Ha! ha! 
ha! I have found out a Supplement to this Notion of 


the Inſenſible, for my own uſe, which is infallible, and 


that is to have always in my Head all that they can ſay 
or do to me ſo never be ſurpriz'd with Laughter, 
the occaſion of which is always ſudden 


my Inſenſibili- 
— Ha! what Noiſe 


vou 

re breaking my Houſe for Sharlot—— Not 
— — . have no Body 
2 1 minute I think this 


Wench honeſt, and the next Whither ſhall I 
turn me? | 
Tat. Madam Madam. [ Re-entring . 


Wid. Madam, Madam, will you ſwallow me ga- 


Tat. Pray, good my Lady, be not ſo out of Hu- 
mour But there is a Company of Rogues have ſet 
upon our Seryants and the Burial Man's, while others 
ran away with the Corps 


D 5s Wid, 
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| id. How! what can this mean? What can they 
| do with it Well, twill fave the Charge of Inter- 
ment But to what end? 


Pnter T , and a Servant bloody and dirty, haling m 
TY Clump and Bumpkin. 
Ser. Ill teach better Manners—— I'll poor Sol- 
dier you You you, I will Madam, here are ( 
two of the Raſcals that were in the Gang of Rogues 
that carried away the Corps , 

Mid. We'll examine em apart Well, Sirrah, what , 
are you? Whence came you? What's your Name? 
Sirrah. [Clump makes Signs as a dumb . — 

Ser. O , could ſpeak loud enough ju 
now, Siorah, TS — Rogues maul d 
Mr. Sable well make you fpcak, Sirrah-— 

Wid. Bring the other Fellow hither — I 4 
you will own you knew that Man before you ſaw him 
at my Door? 

amp. 1 think 1 have ſeen the Gentleman's Face. 
Bowing to Bumpkin. 

Mid. The Gentleman's ! the Villain mocks me 

But Fricnd, you look like an honeſt Man, what are te 
? whence come you? What are you, Friend? y 

Bump. I'ic at preſent but a private Gentleman, but | 
] was liſted to be a Scrjeant in my Lord Hardy's 2 
Company — I ſe not aſtam'd of my Name, nor of 


my Koptin f 
Mid. Leave the Room all. l 


[Exeunt all but Truſty and Tattleaid. th 

Mr. Trufly—— Lord Hardy ! O that Impious young 01 
Man thus, with the ſacrilegious Hands of Rufhans 
7 oy his Father's Aſhes from their Urn, and Reſt-—- 
this Fellow [ ajzde.] Mr. Truſty, I muſt deſire 
you — ſtil! near a. PI — the bottom of 
this, and to Lord Hardy's Lodgings as I am, inſtant- 

7 Tis but the back{ide of this Street, I think * 
Let 


do ſtay, for there are things alledg d againit her w. 


GRIEF A-LA-MODE. 77 
Let a Coach be call d Tatrleaid, as ſoon as I am 
gone Conduct — and his Friends to Lady 
Sharlot, away with her — Bring Mad amoiſelle away 
to me — that ſhe may not be a Witneſs —— Come, 
good Mr. Truſly. [ Exenmt. 
Enter Lord Hardy leading Harriot; Campley and Trim. 

L. Ha. Why then 1 find this Mr. Trim is a 
General——Bur I'll aſſure you, Sir, I'll never allow 
you an Hero, who could leave your Miſtreſs behind 
you; you ſhould have broke the Houſe down, but you 
ſhould have brought Madamoiſelle with you 

Trim. No — 4 Madam, I have ſcen ſuch ſtrange 
Fears come into the Mens Heads, and ſuch ſtrange Re- 
ſolutions into the Womens, upon the occaſion of La- 
dies following a Camp, that I thought it more diſcreet 
to leave her behind me —— my Succeſs will naturally 
touch her as much as if ſhe were here —— 

L. Ha. A good Intelligent arch Fel'ow this [ aſide.] 
But were not you ſaying, my Lord, you belicy'd La- 
—— would tollow hither if ſo, pray let me 

— | 
Fi. No, Madam; I muſt beſcech your — 


hi 
give light into, and which I caa't believe even ſhe could 
guilty of. 

L. Ha. Nay, my Lord, that's generous to a Folly, 
for even for her Ulage of you (without regard to my 
ſelf) I am ready to believe fl.c would do any thing 
that can come into the Head of a cloſe, malicious, 


cruel, deliguing Woman —— 
Euer Boy. 
Boy. My Lady Bramptor's below) 
L. Ha. Il run then 
Cam. No, no, ſtand your Ground; you a Soldier's: 
Wife? Come, we'll Rally her to Death 1 


you, who have liv'd in the Family, may, your 


_ 


ha! 
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Ld. H. Prithee entertain her a little, while I 
for a Moment's Thought on this Occaſion. 2 
I. Hs. She has more Wit than us both 
Cam. Plaw, no matter for e 
Le- 
ſomething elſe and laugh — L 


ere a e 1 
ell fall in ſap upon her, — T ft have time wo 
132 
* Enter Lady Brumpton 98 
m 8 * 
rr 


Why, Madam, —_— is immediately in 
wal — the — — 
Body, ſo — Wits have) you have more Pru- 
8 in a readi- 
1 Rs you, 1 , had your 
or ogg ny te 
L. Ha. Ay, Madam ip is of the 
uk of Wikowhood, for you hve pat on the He 
Wid. 1 ſee your is not of the Profeſſion of 
Virginity, for you have loſt the Look on't — 
5 W1 » Harri, 2 
A SI hs ber 
L. Ha. No, m is the Woman 
of Wit; but, indeed, 28 barks engage. cots 
ring how much her Ladyſhip has to defend. Ha! ha! 


Wid. 1 Madam, Lad has 
EE ERS = 22 


ty Gentleman can't 
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don't queſtion but e er now they have been as kind to 
Valour: Ha! ha! 


Wid. Nay, Nadam, if = already want Inſtructi- 
w 


acquaint you the World ſtands if 
are in Diſtreſs —— but 1 fear Mr. Campley over-h/ars 
——— 

Cam. And all the Tune the Pipers play d, was Toll- 
toll-dorol—— 1 ſwear, -Lady = mold gp nd I not al- 
oy yon, I could have a Tender for this Lady. 

Wid. Come, good Folks, I find we are very free 
with each other —— What makes you two here? Do 
you Board my Lord, or he you? Come, come, ten 
rere 
What do you ſay, Mrs. Campley, is it ſo? Does your 
Ladyſhip go to Market your ſelf —— Nay, you're in 
makes my Lord ſtay-—He is not now with his Land- 
Seward not figning Leaſes I hope; Ha! ha! ha! 

Can. Hang her, to more Tongue than a Man 
and his Wife too 22 


Enter Lord Hardy. 

Ld. H. Becauſe Ladyſhip is, I know, in 
much Pain in — y you have A 
ſhort — e Doors there lies Huſ- 
1 
Man es iſoning him —— 

Wid. Of Pao ing him! 


Z 
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Ld. H. But I am ſeiz'd by Nature How ſhall 1 
view a breathleſs Lump of Clay——Him, whoſe high 
Veins convey'd to me this vital Force, and Motion. 

I cannot bear that Sight 
11 gpm he ae a 

the Coffin, out ch jumps Lady Sharlot. 
2. gaſtly Shape 25 Mind hed form'd! 
Art thou the cold Inanimate—— Bright Maid! 
Thou giv'ſt new higher Life to all around. 
Whither does Fancy, fir'd with Love, convey me! 
Whither tranſported by my plcaiing Fury 
The Seaſon vaniſhes at thy — 
Tis Morn, tis Spring 
Daiſies and Lillies ſtrow thy flowr'y Way. 
Why is my Fair unmoy'd — My Heav'nly Fair; 
Does ſic but ſmile at my exalted Rapture? 

L. SH. Oh! Senſe of Praiſe to me unfelt before, 
Speak on, ſpeak on, and charm my attentive Ear: 
How ſweet Applauſe is from an honeſt Tongue. 
Thou lov'ſt 1 well Affection plac d; 
„ nor Time, nor Age, nor Care, nor Want can 

ICT — 
Oh how I Joy in thee —- My eternal Lover; 
Immutable as the Object of thy Flame 
I love, I'm proud, I triumph that I love, 
Pure, Iapproaeh thee-—Nor did I with empty Shows, 
Attire, or ſtudied Negligence, 
Or Song, or Dance, or Ball, allure thy Soul; 
Nor want, or fear, ſuch Arts to keep, or loſe it: 
Nor now with fond Reluctance doubt to enter 
My ſpacious, bright Abode, this gallant Hearr. 

L. Ha. A — theſe hk — fp — 
Ha. Ay marry —— are h. ings ind 
the greatneis of the Occaſion has burſt their Paſlion 
into S —— Why, Mr. Campley, when we are near 
theſe fine Folks, you and I are but meer Sweet-hearts--— 

1 
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I proteſt I'll never be won ſo; you ſhall begin a- 
gain with me. 


Cam. Prithee, why doſt name us, poor Animals! 
They have forgot there are any ſuch Creatures as their 
old Acquaintance Tom and Harriet. 

l pardon us. 


Ld. H. So we did indeed, but 
My Lord, I never thought t to ſee the Minute 


Cam. 
1 1 
now r 8 [ Embracmg. 


BD a. Sharkey. & Embracing 
Wid. Sir, You're at the bottom of all this ſee 
re skill'd at cloſe Conveyances Ill know the 
inſtantly of theſe Intricacies, tis not your 
— Fan and Gravity ſhall {ave you from your 
Deſerts -— My Husband's Death was ſudden Vou 
and the Burial Fellow were obſcrv'd very familiar 
Produce my Husband's Body or I'll try you for his 
Murder ; which I find you'd put on me, thoa helliſh 


Tru. a an Madam, I could anſwer you, but 

I ſcorn to reproach People in Miſery —— you're un- 
done Madam 

Mid. What does the Dotard mean? Produce the 

Body, Villain, or the Law ſhall have thine for it 

rear Exit haſtily.] Do you deitgn to let the Vil- 

cape? How uſt did your Father judge, that 

_ = a ** with that Spirit Vou meant juſt 

bear the Company of thoſe you d 


Wurd. 

Ld. H. Vou are a Woman, Madam, and my Fa- 
ther's Widow But ſure you think you've highly 
injur d me. 

Here my Lord and Truſty half enter and obſerve. 

Wid. No, Sir, I have not, will not, injure you 
I muſt obey the Will of my Deceas'd Lord to a Tit- 
tle ——1 muſt juſtly pay Legacies. Your Father, in 

CON- 
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enate L illi 
Ld. H. Inſolent Woman — It was not me m 


good Father diſinherited, twas him you 
Guilt was thine, he did an Act of Juſtice. 


Ld. B. Oh 'd Goodneſs! 

Tattleaid and iſelle as the other Decor entring. 
Trs. Oh Tattleaid-—His and our Hour is come. 
Wid. What do I ſee, my Lord, my Maſter, Huſ- 


band living ! 
II. B. | Turning from her, running to his Son.) Oh 
my Boy, my Son-— Mr. Campley——Sharlot——— Har- 


riot-—-[ All Kneeling to him] O my Children-—Oh, 
oh! Theſe Paſſions are too my old Frame 
r my Son! I ſhall 
expire in the too mi Pleaſure! m ! 
Ld. H. A Son, — a Brid >, PAY 
Oh! me, Heav'n, grant me Moderation 
Wid. A Son, an Heir! Am I neglected then? 
What? can my Lord revive, yet dead to me? 
Only to me deceas'd——to me alone, 
to my Sighs, and ſenſeleſs ro my Moan ? 
Ld. B. Tis ſo long fince I have teen Plays, good 
Madam, that 1 know not whence thou dell rea, 
nor can I anſwer. 
Wid 


as Law can make it, that if {corn me 
ran II ſtill wear my 
Mourning cauſe you're living. 

Tru. Value her not, my a prior Obli 


* , 
this Gentleman, ſince ſi d Death, has lurk d 
about the Houſe to . Lady, or Iarrleaid, 
who upon your Deceaſe have ſhun'd him, in hopes, 
I ſuppoſe, to buy him off for ever Now as he was 
prying about, he peep'd into your Cloſet——-where he 
w your Lordſhip reading ſtruck with Horrour, 
and believing him{elf (as well he might) the Diſturber 
of your Ghoſt for Alienation of your Fortune from 
your Family——he writ me this Letter, wherein he 
acknowledges a private Marriage with this Lady, half 
2 Year before you ever ſaw her. 
All. How! [AI un upon ber diſdlai 
Wid. No more a Widow then, wk Wi 
[ Recovering Corfu/ion. 
I am thy Wife thou Author of my Evil. 
Thou muſt partake with me an homely Board, 
An homely Board that never ſhall be chearful; 
But ev'ry Mcal embitter'd with Upbraidings. 
Thou that could'ſt tell me, Good and Ill were Words, 
When thou could'ſt baſely lett me to another, 
Yet could'ſt ſee r great Unbeliever 
Coward! Bugg: bear d Penitent— 
Stranger henceforth to all my Joys, my Joys, 


To 
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— cen? Thou voluntary Cuckold | 
_ 7. Widow flings after him, Tat- 


Ld. B. I ſee you're all confus'd as well as I-—Ye 
are my Children-—-I hold you all fo. And for your 
own uſe will ſpeak plainly to you, I cannot hate that 
Woman: Nor ſhall ſhe ever want. Tho' I ſcorn to 
bear her Injuries-—yet had I ne'er been rous d 
from that low Paſſion to a worthleſs Creature but 
by diſdain of her Attempt on my Friend's Child. I 
am glad that Scorn's confirm'd by her being that Fel- 
low's——whom for my own ſake I only will con- 
temn. Thee, Traffy, how ſhall we proſecute with 
equal Praiſe and Thanks for this great Revolution in 
our Houle ? 

Tru. Never to ſpeak on't more, my Lord. 

Ld. B. You are now, Gentlemen, going into Cares 
at a Crits in your Country. 

And on this great Occaſion Jam Il mount 
Old which thy Father gave me, 

And attend thee, a chearful gay old Man, 

Into the Field to repreſent our County. 

My rough Plebeinz Britains, not yet Slaves 

To Frauce, ſtall mount thy Father's Son 

Upon their Shoulders. Eccho loud their Joy 
While I and Traffy follow weeping afcer : 

But be thou honeſt, firm, imparrial, 

t neither Lore, nor Hate, nor Faction move 
Diſtinguiſn Words from Things, and Men from Crimes; 
Punctual be thou in Fayments, nor baſely 
Screen thy Taults gainſt Law, behind the 
Laws thou makeit-—- 

But Thou againſt my Death, muſt learn a £ 

tory Morality. [To Lord Hardy. 
As he is to te juſt, be generous thou: 

Nor let thy reaſonable Soul be {truck 


With 
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With Sounds and Appellations, Title is 


— more, if not ſignificant ** 
ſomething that's Superior in t 

To other Men, of which thou maſt be 
Conſcious, yet not proud But if you ſwerve 
From higher Virtue than the Crowd poſſeſs. 
Know that call thee Honourable, mock thec. 
You are to be a Peer, by Birth a Judge 

Upon your Honour of others Lives and Fortunes; 
Becauic that Honour's dearer than your own. 

Be good, my Son, and be a worthy Lord: 

For when our ſhining Virtues bleis Mankind, 

We diſappoint the livid Malecontents, 

Who long to call our noble Order uſeleſs. 

Our All's in Danger, Sir, nor ſhall you dally 
Your Youth away with fine Wives. 

No, in your Country's Cauſe you ſhall mect Death, 
While feeble we with Minds refign'd do wait it. 


Not but I intend your Nuptials as ſoon a5 poſlible, to 


draw Intails and Settlements. How neceſlary ſuch 
things are, I had like to have been a fatal Inſtance. 
Cam. But, my Lord, here are a Couple that need 
not wait ſuch Ceremonies, Pleaſe but to tit: You've 
becn extreamly moy'd, and mult be tir d. You ſay 
we muſt not ipend our time in Dalliance, you'll fee, 
my Lord, the Entertainment reminds us allo of no- 
bler Things, and what I delign'd for my own Wed- 
ding, I'll compliment the General with. The Bride 
dances finelyITrim, will yon dance wich her? 


Trim. I will, but I can't--—There's a Country- man | 


of hers without, by Accident. 
Cam. Ay, but is he a Dancer? 
Trim. Is a Frenchman a Dancer? Is a Wel/hman_ a 
Gentleman? I'll bring him in 
[Here a Dance, and the ſollowing Songs. 


oct 


do 
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The FUNERAL : Or, 


Set by Mr. Daniel Purcell. 


Sung by Femmie Bowin. 
I. 


N yonder Bed ſupmely laid, 

Behold thy lov'd expetting Maid: 
In Tremor, Bluſhes, half m Tears, 
Much, much ſhe wiſhes, more ſhe fears. 
= take her to thy faithſul Arms, 
ymen beſtows thee all her Charms. 


II. 
Heav/n to thee bequeaths the A 


To rai „ % th 
Here's made Grief 


Sung by Mr. Pate. 


at 


Urns, and 


ee eee 
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III. 
Pay us, kind Fate, the Debt you owe, 
Let coward Spirits dwell , 
And only give the Brave to die. 


Ld. B. Now, Gentlemen, let the Miſeries which 

I have but miraculouſly eſcap'd, admoniſh you to 

have always Inclinations proper tor the Stage of Life 

ou're in. — — 7 when Nature ſeeks but 

e: Otherwi into a Lethargy of your 

Diſhonour, — Purſuits of Glory are over 
with you; for Fame and Reſt are utter Oppoſites. 


You who the Path of Honour make your Guide, 
Muſt let your Paſſion, with your Blood ſubſide; 
And no untim'd Ambition, Love, or Rage 
Employ the Moments of declining Age: 

Elſe Boys will in your Preſence loſe their Fear, 
And laugh at the Grey-head they ſhould revere. 


Fun 
2 


3 1 


EPILOGUE, 


Spoken by Lord Hardy. 


By VE, Hope and Fear, Deſire, Aver/:on, Rage, 
All that can move the Soul, or can aſſwage, 


Ave drawn in Miniature of Life, the Stage. 


Here you can View your Selves, and here is (ſhown 


To what ycu re born in Sufferings not your own. 
The Stage to Wiſdom's no Fantaſtick Wzy, 
Athens her ſelf learn'd Virtue at a Play. 

Our Author me to-Night a Soldier drew, 

Brut faintly writ, what warmly you pur te. 

75 his great Purpoſe, had he equal Fire, 

He'd not aim to pleaſe only, but inſpire; 

He'd ſing what hovermg Fate attends our Iſle, 
Aud from baſe Pleaſure rouſe to glorious Toil : 
Full time the Earth t a new Deci,.on brings; 

N hie William gives the Roman Eagle Wings : 
With Arts and Arms ſhall Britain tamely end, 
Wiich naked Pitts ſo bravely could defend ? 
The painted Heroes on th Invaders preſs, 

Aud think their Wounds Addition to their Dreſs ; 
In younger Years we ve been with Conqueſt bleſt, 
Aud Paris has the Britiſh Yoke confeſs'd; 

It then in England, in loft England, kzown, 
Her Kings are nam d from a revolted Throne ? 
But we offend——-You no Examples need, 

In Imitation of your ſelves proceed; 


$ 


Ii. 


EPILOGUE. 


'Tis you your Country's Honour muſt ſecure, 

Be all your Aftions worthy of Namur: 

With gentle Fires your Gallantry improve, 
Courage is Brutal, if untouch d with Love: 

If ſoon our utmoſt Bravery's not diſplay'd, 
Think that bright Circle muſt be Captrves made, 
Let Thoughts of ſaving them our Toils beguile, 
And they reward our Labours with a Smile. 


THE 
Tender Husband; 
OR THE ' 


Accomphſh'd Fools. 
A 


COMEDY. 


Oportet ut is qui Audiat Cogitet plura quam 
Videat. Tull. de Oratore. 
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Ti 


00 Ul be ſurpriz'd, in 
A Vo the midſt of a daily 
and familiar Conver- 
=! ſation, with an Ad- 
dreſs which bears ſo 
diſtant an Air as a publick Dedica- 
tion: But to put You out of the 
Pain which I know this will give 
You, I aſſure You I do not deſign 
E 2 in 


DEDICATION. 


in it, what would be very need- 
leſs, a Panegyrick on Your Self, 
or what perhaps is very neceſſary, 
a Defence of the Play. In the one 
I ſhould diſcover too much the 
Concern of an Author, in the o- 
ther too little the Freedom of a 
Friend. 


My Purpoſe, in this Applicati- 
on, is only to ſhow the Eſteem I 
have for You, and that I look up- 
on my Intimacy with You as one 
of the moſt valuable Enjoyments 
of my Life. At the ſame time, I 
hope I make the Town no ill 
Compliment for th&r kind Ac- 
ceptance of this Comedy, in ac- 
knowledging that it has ſo far rais'd 
my Opinion of it, as to make me 

think 


DEDICATION. 


think it no improper Memorial of 
an Inviolable Friendſhip. 


I ſhould not offer it to You as 
ſuch, had I not been very careful 
to avoid every thing that might 
look Ill-natur'd, Immoral, or pre- 
judicial to what the Better Part of 
Mankind hold Sacred and Honou- 
rable. 


Poetry, under ſuch Reſtraints, 
is an obliging Service to Human 
Society; eſpecially when 'tis us'd, 
lice Your Admirable Vein, to 
recommend more uſeful Qualities 
in Your ſelf, or Immortalize Cha- 
raters truly Heroick in others, 
I am, here, in danger of break- 
ing my Promiſe to You, there- 

E 3 fore 


DEDICATION. 
fore ſhall take the only Opportuni- 


ty that can offer it ſelf of reſiſting 
my own Inclinations, by comply- 
ing with Yours. I am, 
SIX. 
Tour moſt Faithful, 
Humble Servant, 


Richard Steele. 


PR O- 


PROLOGUE, 


Written by Mr. ADDISON, 


Spoken by Mr. Wilks. 


N the firſt Riſe and I Farce, 
FC 
The Raw — con Authors could, with Eaſe, 

A young and unexperienc'd Audience pleaſe : 
No frngle Character had e er been ſhown, 

But the whole Herd of Fops was all their Own ; 
Rich in Originals, they ſet to View, 

In evi Piece, à Coxcomb that was new. 


But now Our Britiſh Theatre can boaſt 
Droles 7 all kinds, a vaſt Unthinking Hooſt ! 
Fruitful of Folly and of Vice, it s 
Cuckolds, and Citts, and Bawds, and Pimps, and Bexus ; 
K Knights are found of ev'ry Shire, 
Of ev Faſhion gentle Fops appear ; 

And Punks of diff rent Chargtters we meet, 

As frequent on the Stage as in the Pit: 

Our Modern Wits are fort d to pick and cull, 

And here 40 Chance glean up a Fool: 
e er they find the neceſſary Spark, 

The ſearch the Town, 2 — the Park: 


As Love of Pleaſure, or of Place invites: 
And ſometimes catch him taking Snuff at White's. 


E 4 Howe er, 


PROLOGUE. 


Home er, to do you Right, the preſent Age 
Breed 's very Monſters for the Stage; 
That ſcorn the Paths their dull Forefathers trod, 
And wont be Blockheads in the Common Road. 
Do but ſurvey this Crowded Houſe to Night: 
Here's ſtill Encow agement for thoſe that Wrize. 


Our Author, to divert his Friends to-Day, 
Stoch s with Variety 4 Fools his Play ; 
And that there may be ſomething Gay, and New, 
Two Ladies Errant has expos'd to View : 
The Firſt a Damſel, travell'd in Romance; 
The t'other more refin'd ; ſhe comes from France: 
Reſcue, like Courteons Knights, the Nymph from Danger; 
And kindly Treat, like Well-bred Men, the Stranger. 


4 
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Deſign'd for the Fourth ACT, 


but not Set. 


I. 


5 E E, Britons, ſee with awſul Eyes, 
Britannia from her Seas ariſe! 
Tea Thouſand B:illows round me roar, 
I hiie Winds and Naves engage, 
That break in Froth upon my Shoar, 
And impotentiy Rage. 
Such were the Terrors, which of late 
Surrounded my afflicted State; 
United Fury thus was bent 
On my devoted Seats, 
Til all the mighty Force was ſpent 
In feeble Swells, and empty Threaiz. 


II. 


But nom with riſing Glory crown'd, 

My Joys run high, they know no Bound; 
Tides of uaruly Pleaſure flow 
Through ev ry ſwelling Vein, 


27 New 


Kew Nahe in my Boſom glow, 
And warm me up to Touth again. 
Paſſing Pomps my Streets adorn; 
Captive Spoils, in Triumph born, 
Standards of Gauls, in Fight ſubdu'd, 

Colours in Hoſtile Blood embru d, 
Enfigns of Tyrannic Might, 
Foes to Equity and Right, 

In Cms of Britiſh Fuſtice wave on high, 
Sacred to Law, and Liberty. 

My crowded Theatres repeat, 

In Songs of Triumph, the Defeat. 

So bright, ſo brave a Progeny ! 

Daughters with ſo much Beauty crown'd, 

Or Sons for Valo ſo renown'd! 


III. 


Put oh I gaze, and ſeek in vain 

To find amidſt this warlike Tram 

My abſent Sons, that us'd to Grace 

With decent Pride this joyous Place: 

Unhappy Youths! how do my Sorrows riſe, 

Swell my Breaſt, and melt my Eyes, 

While 1 your mighty Loſs deplore ? 

Wild, and raging with Diſtreſs, 

I mozrn, I mourn my own Succeſs, 

And boaſt my Vittories no more. 

Unhappy Youth: ! far from their native Sky, 
On Danube: Barks enterr d they he. 

Ger ma- 


Grue me my ſlaughter d Sons again. 
Was it for this they rang'd ſo far, 
To free thee from oppreſſive War ? 
Germania, &. 
IV. 


Tears of Sorrow while I ſhed 
O'er the Manes of my Dead, 
Laſting Altars let me raiſe 

To my living Heroes Praiſe ; 
Heav/n grue them a longer Stay, 
As glorious Actions to diſplay, 
Or periſh on as great a Day. 


Drama- 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


Capt. Clerimont, | : 
Mr. Wilks. . 


Mrs. Powell. 


Mrs. Sapsford,. 
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Tender Husband; 
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Accompliſbd Fools. 


ACT L SsCENEK I. 


2 


Euter Clerimont Sex. and Faiulove. 


CLERIMONT Sen. 
I — ELL, Mr. Famlove, how do you 
X52 go on in your Amour with my 
wite? 
Ta Fam. I am civil and v 
diſtant; if ſhe ſmiles or ſpeaks, | 
=D tow and gaze at her Then 
— throw down my Eyes, as if op- 
preſs d by fear of Offence, then 
ſteal a Look again till ſhe again fees me This is 
my Method. 


Cler. Sen. 
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a Life in the Intail of a great Eſtate, that ſeem to have 
come into the World only to be Taggs in the Pedi- 


ne a wealthy Houſe—-You muſt 


figure in Publick, and are ſcorn d in 

Private; I have ſeen ſuch a one with a Pocket Glaſ 
to ſee his own Face, and an affected Perſpective to 
know others. [ Imtates each. 
Cler. Sen. Ay, ay, that's my Man Thou dear 


Fain. Let me alone III ay my Life I'll horn 
might if I could 
me quite as well. 

have made, I 
Pounds, which I 
[Giving him Bills. 
e 
Care, regard to Poſterity, 

uſt be facrific'd to a Game at 
had not had it to pay, and you 

Account 


Expences 
FE 
Cler. Sen. With this you have repaid me two thou- 
ſand Pound, and if you did not refund thus honeſt- 
ly, I could not have ſupplied her We muſt have 


z 


Fain. Then you ſhall part—If t'other way fails: 
E 27 However, I can't blame your Fondneſs of 
„ ſhe has ſo many entertaining Qualities — 


The Tender Husband: Or, 


always her Diſcourſe and Imi- 
ſtood when ſhe went to 
fine Follics improv'd fo daily, that 
proud of her being call'd Mr. Cleri- 
mont's Wife, I am now as much out of Countenance 
to hear my ſelf call'd Mrs. Clerimont's Husband, fo 
much is the Superiority of her fide. 
Fain. I am ſure if ever I gave my ſelf a little L- 
„I never found you ſo indulgent. 
Sen. I ſhould have the whole Sex on my Back, 
ſhould I pretend to retrench a Lady ſo well viſited as 
mine is Therefore I muſt bring it about that it 
ſhall appear her own Act, if ſhe reforms; or elſe I ſhall 
be pronounc'd Jealous, and have my. Eyes pull'd out 
for being open But I hear my Brother Fack co- 
ming, who, I hope, has brought yours with him 
Hiſt, not a Word. 


Enter Captain Clerimont and Pounce. 
Cler. I have found him out at laſt, Brother, and 
you the Obſequious Mr. Pownce, I {aw him at 
a di in a Crowd, whiſpering in their turns with 
all about him——-He is a Gentleman ſo received, ſo 
3 lad if you fa ching lik 

Pownce. I am if you faw any thi ikc 
that, if the A od 2 can Bron: Bhs. me 
(where I much more deſire it) to this Company-—- 

Cler. Oh, the Civil Perſon—---But, Dear Pownce, 
> know I am your profeſs'd Admirer; I always ce- 
lebrated you for your excellent Skill and 2 
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that happy Knowledge of the World, which makes 
you ſeem Born for living with the Perſons you are 
with, where-ever you come—— Now, my Brother 
and I want your help in a Buſineſs that requires a lit- 
= more Dexterity than we our ſelves are Maſters 
Pownce. You know, Sir, my Character is helping 
the Diſtreſs'd, which I do freely and without re- 
ſerve; while others are for diſtinguiſhing rigidly on 
the Juſtice of the Occaſion, and ſo loſe the Grace of 
the Benefit Now, tis my Profeſſion to aſſiſt a tree- 
hearted young Fellow againſt an unnatural long-liv'd 
Father—-to diſencumber Men of Pleaſure of the 
Vexation of unweildy Eſtates, to ſupport a feeble Title. 
to an Inheritance, to 

Cler. Sen. I have been well acquainted with your 
— ever ſince I ſaw you with ſo _ _— 

mpt a ſtammering Witneſs in Weſimmſter 
— x ache Inſtruction I love a Man that can 
venture his Ears with ſo much Bravery for his 
Friend 
+ Pounce. Dear Sir, f. my Modeſty, and let me 
know to what all this * — 

Cler. Sen. Why, Sir, what I would ſay is in behalf 
of my Brother the Captain here, whole Misfortune 
it 15 that I was born before him. 

Pownce. I am confident he had rather you ſhould 
have been ſo than any other Man in England. 

Cler. You do me Juſtice, Mr. Pownce—--—But, tho 
tis to that Gentleman, I am ſtill a younger Brother, 
and you know we that are fo, are generally condemn'd 
to ” wack Colleges, or Inns of Court. 

Poxence. But you, Sir, have eſcapd em, you have 


been Trading in the Noble Mart of Glory-— 


Cler. That's true. But the General makes ſuch 


haſte to finiſh the War, that we red Coats may be 


ſoon out of Faſhion,—-and then I am a __—_ 


f 
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. You are a very diſcerning 
fo far through me, as to know I love a fine 


man pretty Equipage, good Company, and a clean 


Poxnce. Well, tho I am fo much a Conjurer-—- 
What then ? 

Cler. Sen. You know a certain Perſon, into whoſe 

you now and then recommend a young Heir, 

to be reliev d from the Vexation of Tenants, Taxcs, 
_ hat worthy Friend and ( P 

Poxnce. What! M 1 atron 
Hezekiah Tipkm, r- 
Noble any Sums in his Hands? 

er. Noble in would have 
Treaſure out of his Hands You his Neice. 

Poznce. To my knowledge Ten thouſand Pounds in 


Cler. 


f 


1 


Cler. Her Wit fo lively, her Mein fo alluring! 
Poznce. In Land a Thouſand a Year. 
er. Her Lips have that certain Prominence, that 


Poznce. Raptures! Raptures ! 

Cler. How can it, fo inſenſibly to it ſelf, lead us 
through Cares it knows not, thro' ſuch a Wilderneſs of 
Hopes, Fears, Joys, Sorrows, Delires, Deſpairs, Ex- 
tains and Terments, with ſo ſweet, yet ſo anxious Vi- 

Pownce. Why 1 had never ſcen her 

er. blo mae 1 

Poxnce. Who told you then of her inviting Lips, her 


N 
ö 
| 
| 
Il 


104 De Tender Husband: Or, 


Ponce. I ſhall be proud Well then, ſince we 
be free, you muſt underſtand, the young Lady, 
by being kept from the World, has made a World ot 
her own---——She has ſpent all her Solitude in reading 
Romances, her Head is full of 8 s, Knights, 
Flowery Meads, Groves and Streams; ſo that if you 
talk like a Man of this World to her, youdo ing. 
der. Oh, let me alone -I have been a Traveller 
in Fairy-Land my ſelf, I know Oroondates, Caſſandra, 
Aras and Clelia are my intimate Acquaintance. 


Go my Heart's Enwoys, tender Sighs make haſte, 
And with your Breath ſwell the ſoft Lephyr's Blaſt ; 
Then near that Fair One, if you chance to fly, 

Tell her, in Whiſpers, lis 2 her I die. 


Poxnce. That would do, that would do—-her very 


. Why then, dear Pownce, I know thou art 
the only Man living that can ſerve him. 

Pownce. Gentlemen, you muſt pardon me, I am ſol- 
liciting the iage Settlement between her and a 
Country Booby, her Couſin Humphrey Gubbin, Sir Har- 
22 who is come to Town to take Poſſeſſion 

Cley. Sen. Well, all that I can ſay to the Matter is, 
that a Thouſand Pound on the Day of Fack's Marriage 
to her, is more than you'll get by the difpatch of thoſe 
Deeds 


Pownce. Why, a Thouſand Pound is à pretty thing, 
eſpecially when tis to take a Lady fair out of 
Hands of an obſtinate ill-bred Clown, to give her to a 
gentle Swain, a dying enamour'd Knight. 

Cler. Sen. Ay, dear Pownce-— contider but that 
the Juſtice of the thing. 

Pornce. Beſides, he is juſt come from — 1 — 
Blenheim! Look ye, Captain, 1 hope you have learn 
an implicit — to your — 

Cler. Tis all 1 know. Pozorce. 
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Poamce. Then, if I am to Command-— make not 
one ſtep without me And ſince we may be free 
lam allo to int you, there will be more Merit in 
bringing this Matter to bear than imagine Vet 
right Meaſures make all things poſſible. 

Cler. We'll follow yours exactly. 

Pozence. But the great Matter againſt us is want of 
Time, for the Nymph's Uncle, and Squire's Father, 
this Morning met, and made an end of the Matter 
But the difficulty of a thing, Captain, ſhall be no Rea- 
ſon againſt attempting it. 

Cler. I have ſo great an Opinion of your Conduct, 
that I warrant you we Conquer all. 

Pownce. I am fo intimately employ'd by old Tipkin, 
and ſo neceſſary to him that may, perhaps, puzzle 


— yet. 
. Sen. I have ſeen thee Cajole the Knave very 
dexterouſly. 

Pownce. Why, really, Sir, generally ſpeaking, 'tis but 
knowing what a Man thinks of himielf, and giving 
him that, to make him what elſe you picaſce No 
Tipkin is an abſolute Lombard-Street Wit, a Fellow that 
droles on the ſtrength of Fifty thouſand Pounds: He 
is call'd on Change, Sly-Boors, and by the force of a 
very good Credit, and very bad Conſcience, he is a 
leading Perſon: But we muſt be quick, or he'll ſneer 
old Sir Harry out of his Senſc:, and ſtrike up the Sale 
of his Neice immediately. 

Cler. But my Rival, what's he 

Pounce. There's ſome hopes there, for J hear the 
Booby is as averſe as his Father is inclin d to it One 
is as Obſtinate, as the other Crucl. 

Cler. Sen. He is, they fiy, a pert Blockhead, and 
very lively out of his Father's ſight. 

Penance. He that gave me his Character, calld him a 
docile Dunce, a Fellow rather abſurd, than a direct 
Fool—--When his Father's abſent, he Il purſue any — 

$ 
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he's hut we muſt not loſe time 

be you rr5a Beathere x ame ts welt far — 
from me While that Gentleman and I, whoſe 
Face I have known, take a Walk and look about for 
*'cm-—So, ſo-—Young Lady—— [Aſide to 1 


Sir Har. Ay, but Brother, 
the War has d down the Price of Women 


whole Nation is Petticoats; our 
n oor Fans, — C Girls are 


Tip. des f i Hem —Let Git be what the 
nr a Year, is a Thouſand Pound 
a Ycar; and a Thouſand Pound a Year is neither Girl 


nor Boy. 


Sir Har. Look y,, Mr. Tipkin, the main Article with 
me is, that Foundation of Wives Rebellion, and Huſ- 
band's Ci:ckoldom, that curſed Pin- Mony Five hun- 
dred Pound per Amn Pin-Mony. 

Tip. The Word Pin-Mony, Sir Harry, is a Term 

Sir Har. It is a Term, Brother, we never had inour 
Family. nor ever wil Make her | ne 1 nture in Wi- 
dowhooc accordingly large, but Four 
a Year is enough to give no account of. 

ip. 
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are. 
Sir Har. You fay right, Sir, now I feel the Benefit 
of it There's a Crab-Tree near our Houſe which 
flouriſhes for the good of my Poſterity, and has 
bruſh'd our Jackets, from Father to Son, for ſeveral 
r hear you have all things 

Tip. I am glad to ve ings neceſſary 
for the Fami aids yr Bat 

Sir Har. er, I ſee Nambs is coming 
I have dreſs d him in the very Suit I had on at my own 
Wedding; tis a moſt becoming 
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Enter Humphry Gubbin. 
Tip. Truly, the Youth makes a good Marriageable 


re. 

Sir Har. Come forward, Numps, this is your Unkle 
Tipkin, your Mother's Brother, Numps, that is ſo kind 
as to beſtow his Neice upon you. (Dow's be ſo Glam, 
Sirrah) don't bow to a Man with a Face as if you'd knock 
him down, don't, Sirrah. [ Apart. 

Tip. I am to ſce Couſin Humphrey He 
is _ Log 8 

Sir Har. He is very ſhrowd, Sir, when he pleaſes; 
Do you ſee this Crab-ſtick, you Dog ? ¶ Apart.) Well, 
Numps, don't be out of Humour. Vill you talk? | A- 
part]. Come, we're your Friends, Namps, come, Lad. 

Hump. You are a pure Fellow for a Father. This 
is always your Tricks, to make a Fool of one 
before Company. ¶ Apart to his Father. 

Sir Har. Don't diſgrace me, Sirrah : You grim Grace- 
lefs [ Apart.) Brother, he has been bred 
to Reſpect and Silence before his Parents Yet di 
you but hear what a noiſe he makes ſometimes in the 
Kitchen, or the Kennc!, he's the loudeſt of em all. 

Tip. Well, Sir Harry, fince you aſſure me he can 

I'll take your Word for it. 

Hump. I can ſpeak when I ſee occaſion, and I can 
hold my Tongue when I ſee occaſion. 

Sir Har. Well ſaid, Namps — Sirrah, I ſee you can 
do well, if you will. Apart. 

Tip. Pray walk up to me, Couſin Humphry. 

Sir Har. Ay, walk too and fro between us with 
——_— your Arm. Clear up your Countenance. 


Tip 1 & Sir H han't ſet him a Capering 

„Sir ; t m a 

hy © Bend Daman leſter He does not mince 

it: He has not learn d to walk by a Courant, or a 
Hump. 
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1 I don't know but tis, fo we walk in the 


2 right Numps, and ſo we do——Ha! 


ha! ha! Pra Pray, Brother, obſerve his Make, none of 


vour Lath-back'd 2 e hither, 
Numps. Can't 1M? | Apart 
ws my [ bis Shoulders. 


2 I preſume this is not the firſt time, Sir Harry, 
ve meaſur d his Shoulders with your Cane. 

yt nk Look y,, Brother, two Foot and an half in 
the Shoulders. 

Tip. Two Foot and an half ? We muſt make ſome 
Settlement on the y Children. 

Sir Har. Not like him, 1 

Tip. He may ſee his Couſm when he pleaſes. 

Hump. But hark y', Unkle, I have a Scruple I had 
better mention before 1 

Tip. What's that? What's 


Hump. My [ORE FRE 8 


but chin. it l for a young Man to marry his 
4 


Sir Har. Hark y', hark y', Numps, we have got a 
way to ſolve all that: Sirrah! Conſider this Cole ? 


Tour Conjrr. | fe I'd have you Grandmo- 
hw, whim, be 4 — 


Tip. Well, has your Father fatisfy'd you in the Point, 
Mr. Humphry 

Ramp. Ay, ay, Sir, very well: I have not the leaſt 
1 2 A no, no——not in the leaſt, Sir. 

„Brother, we'll go take a Whet, 
all the whole Atair. 

Sir Har. Come, weill leave Numps here te 
knows the Way. Not Marry your own Relations, Sir- 
rah ! __— _ [Excane. 

Hep. very fine ! How prettily this Park 
is hoc id Salbe and Dee, and Ducks, and 

Ladicy 
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Ladies—— Ha ! where are the old Fellows gone? 
where can they be tro I! ask theſe People 


Fam. Your Father, Sir? 

Hump. A Weezel-fac'd croſs old Gentleman with 
Spindle-Shanks ? 

Fain. No, Sir. 
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Hump. Like a Boy! He lays me on now and then, 
wi} wow en 
what a Rage he was in this Morning, becauſe I bog- 
gled a little at Marrying my own Couſin. 
Poxnce. A Man can't be too ſcrupulous, Mr. Ham- 
-pbry, a Man can't be too ſcrupulous, 


Hum: 
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Sir, I could as ſoon love my own Fleſh and 


Blood; we ſhould like Brother and Siſter; do 
you think we not? Mr. Pray, Gentlemen, 
may I crave the Favour of your Names? 

Poxce. Sir, I am the very Perſon that have been em- 
ploy'd to draw up the Articles of Marriage between 
you and your Couſin. 

Hump. Ay, fay you ſo? Then you can inform me 
in ſome things concerning my ſelf —— Pray, Sir, hat 
Eſtate am I Heir to? 

Poxnce. To Fifteen hundred Pound a Year, an in- 
tail'd Eſtate —— ; 

Hump. I am glad to hear it with all my Heart; and 
can you fatisfic me in another Queſtion -—Pray hovy 
Old am I at preſent ? 

Pownce. Three and twenty laſt March. 

Hump. Why, as ſure as you are there, they have 
kept me back. I have been told by ſome of the 
Neighbourhood, that I was Born the very Year the 
Pigeon-houſe was built, and every Body knows the 
Pigcon-houſe is three and twenty — Why? I find 
there has been Tricks play'd me. I have d him 
all along, as if i had been oblig'd to it. 

Pownce. Not at ail, Sir; your Father can't cut you 
out of one Acre of Fifteen hundred Pound a Tear. 

Hwump. What a Fool have I been to give him his 
Head fo long? 

Poxence. A Man of your Beauty and Fortane may find 
out Ladies enough that are not 2-kin to you. | 

Hump. Look y, Mr. what Q've call As to my 
Beauty, I don't know but they may take a liking is 
that—But, Sir, mayn't I crave your Name? 

Poxnce. My Name, Sir, is Pouace, at your Scrvice. 

Humph. Ponce, with a P--—-! 

Pownce. Yes, ir, and Sauanel, with an 8 

Hwmp. Why then, Mr. Sammel Ponce (o you know 

my Gentle woman that _ think I cc ud l? For, 
2 0 
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4 
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to tell you truly, I took an Antipathy to my Couſin, 
ne Gs . 
every Body s came up to be Married, I don't 


. pect pli 
Gentleman as Mr. Rumphry tor my Siſter, but being 
Friend, Fl te at his Service in the Aﬀair. 
Hump. If I had your Siſter, ſhe and I ſhould live 

like two Turtles. 


Fain. She'll be highly taken with him for lc 
loves a Gentleman, whole Manner is particular. 

Poxnce. What, Sir, a Perſon of your Pretenſions, a 
clear Eſtate, no Portions to pay! "Tis Barbarous, your 
Treatment Mr. Hamphry, I'm afraid you want 
Mony There's for you What, a Man of your 
Accompliſkments ? [Gruing a Pur/e. 

Hwump. And yet you fee, Sir, how they ute me 
Dear Sir, you are the beſt Friend I ever met with in 
all my Li Now I am fluſh of Mony, bring me to 

Siſter, and I warrant you for my Behaviour——— 
A Pc 
you know. 

— How little the Oaf wonders why I ſhould 
give him Mony! You ſtall never want, Mr. Heanphry, 
while I have it — Mr. Humphry; but, dear Friend, I 
muſt take my icave of I have ſome extraordina- 
.ry Buſineſs on my H I can't ſtay : But you mult 
not fay a word —— 

Fain. But you muſt be in the way half an Ho:r 
aence, and 1 U utroduce you at Mrs, Clerimont s. 
Porn. 
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wy > x, Ano prod oboe ons fot 
Couſin Bridger, t. 11 . 
Lear Friend. [ Ex. Pounce and Fain. - 
Hump. Farewel, good Mr. Samuel Pounce——But 
let's ſee my Caſh——'tis very true, the old Saying, a 
Man meets with more Friendſhip from Strangers, - 
than his own Relations Let's ſee my Caſh, 1, 2, 
3, 4, there on that ſide 1, 2, 3, 4, on that fide; tis 
2 fooliſh thing to put all ones Mony in one Pocket, . 
tis like a Man's whole Eſtate in one County——Theſe 
hve in my Fob-—T'll keep theſe in my Hand, leaſt 
I ſhould have a preſent Occaſion But this Town's 
full of Pick I'll go home again. ' 


_—__— 


ACT n. SCENE I. 


Enter and Captain Clerimont with 
is Arm in a Scarf. 
Pownce. VO are now well enough inſtructed both 
| in the Aunt and Neice to form your Be- 
haviour. 
Ger. But to talk with her apart is the great mat- 
ter. | 
Ponce. The anti Virgin has a mighty Aﬀecta- 


tion for Youth, and is a great lover of and Mo- 
ny——One of theſe, at leaſt, I am ſure I can gratifie 
her in, by turning her Pence in the Annuities, or the 
fucks of ans of the Cnmpanine, ſome way or other 
Fil find to entertain her, and engage you with the 
young Lady. | | 


F 3 Ce. 
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Cley. Since that is her Ladyſhip's turn, ſo buſie and 
fire a Gentleman as Mr. Pozmce muſt needs be in her 
good Graces. 

Poxnce. So ſhall too But you muſt not be 
ſeen with me at firſt Meeting, I'll Dog em, while 
you watch at a Diſtance. [Exennt. 


Enter Aunt and Neice. 


Neice. Was it not my Gallant that whiſtled ſo charm- 
ingly in the Parlour, before he went out this Morn- 
ing? He's a moſt accompliſh'd Cavalier. 

Amit. Come, Neice, come—— You don't do well 
to make ſport with your Relations, c ſpecially with a 
young Gentleman that has ſo much kindneſs for you. 
| Nee. Kindneſs for me! What a Phraſe is 
to expreſs the Darts and Flames, the Sighs and Lan- 
guiſhings of an expecting Lover! 

An. Pray, Neice, this idle Traſh, and talk 
like other People. Your Couſin Humphry will be 
true and hearty in what he ſays, and that's a great 
deal, better than the talk and complement of Ro- 
mances. 

Neice. Good Madam, don't wound my Ears with 
ſuch Expreſſions; do you think I can ever love a 
Man that's true and hearty! What a Peaſant- like 
Amour do theſe courſe Words im ox and 
hearty ! pray, Aunt, endeavour a little at the Embel- 
P 

Aut. Alack-a-day, Couſin Biddy, theſe idle Ro- 
mances have quite turn d Head. 

rn Madam, to 
lay aſide that familiar Name, Couſm Biddy? I never 
_—#— ever meet with 
an Heroine in thoſe idle Romances as you call em, 
that was term'd Biddy? 
An. Ah! Couſm, Couſin —— Theſe are meer 
Vapours, indecd — Nothing but Vapours— 

Neice. 
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Neice. No, the Heroine has always ſomething ſoft 
and engaging in her Name— Something that gives 
ns 2 Neon of the Freemch of her .. 2 
viour. A Name that glides through half a dozen ten- 
der Syllables, as — Clidamira, —— that 
runs Vowels off the T not hiſſing through 
one's Teeth, or breaking — * with Conſonants—-- 
Tis ſtrange Rudeneſs thoſe familiar Names they give 


+ us, when there is Aurelia, Sachariſſa, Gloriana, for 


People of Condition; and Celia, Chloris, Corinna, 
Mopſa, tor their Maids, and thoſe of lower Rank. 
Aunt. Look y', Biddy, this is not to be fi 
I know not where you learn'd this Nicety; but I can 
tell you, forſooth, as much as you deſpiſe it, your 
han? "or 


Mother was a Bridget afore you, and an 
Houſe-Wife. 

Neice. Good Madam, don't upbraid me with my 
Mother Bridget, and an excellent Houſe-Witfe. 

Aunt. Yes, I ſay, ſhe was, and ſpent her time in 
better Learning than you ever did—not in reading 
of Fights and Battels of Dwarfs and Giants; but in 
writing out Receipts for Broths, Poſſets, Caudles 
and Surfeit-Waters, as became a good Country Gen- 
tlewoman. 

Neice. My Mother, and a Bridget! 

Aunt. Yes, Neice, I {ay again, your Mother, my 
Siſter, was a Bridget! the D of her Mother 
Margery, of her Mother Siſly, of her Mother Alice. 

Neice. Have you no Mercy? Oh, the barbarous Ge- 
nealdpy ! 


Joan. 

Neice. Since will run on, then I muſt needs tell 
you I am not ſatisfyd in the point of my Nativity. 
Many an Infant has becn placed in a Cottage with 
obicure Parents, till by ch:nce ſome ancient Servant 
ct che Family has known it by its Mau ks. 

F 4 ant. 


t know how much Company, and the Tree that 
was r 


Neice. What Eyes had you, that you en 
thing? For my rt I look upon it to be a Prodigy, 
me before Night extraordinary will ha 

Night 


u have a groſs Reliſh of 


. 
. 


= = oy 4 


58. 9 


FSF 3 88 


—_— 


ETTE 


— 


The AccontpliſÞ'd Fools. 117 
learn to raiſe Idea's——— What is, I wonder, to 
live com y? 

Awnt. To live comfortably, is to live with Pru- 
"dence and Frugality, as we do in Lombard-Streer. 

Neice. As we do——That's a fine Life, indeed, with 
one Servant of each Sex-—Let's ſee how many 
things our Coachman is for-—He rubs down 


his Horſes, lays the whets the Knives, and 
ſometimes makes Beds. 
Awnt. A good Servant ſhould turn his Hand to 
ing in a Family. 


Neice. Nay, there's not Creature in our Family, 


Coach-Horſes, 
tho* one has an eaſie Trot for my Unkle's Riding, 
OT IO TR poi |= mem 

Aunt. jeer at Management of 
; n | 
Neice. No, I'm well fatisfied that all the Houſe are 
t Creatures of Buſineſs, but, indeed, was in hopes that 


ployment, 
every Day to make him a Turn- ſpit. 
that he too, in his Sphere, may help us to live com- 


of when our 
ace, 8 in 
bl or 
behind for the Family, 
f bound 
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Aunt. So we do, and fo will you always, if you 


marry Couſm H 
ales hs tar the Cine. 


Neice. Oh, let's be going, I ſee 
Creature that does my Unkle's Law-Buſineſs, and has, 
A. hv made y the Deeds, thoſe barbarous 

8! 

Amt. What, Mr. Pownce a Creature too! Nay, 
now I'm ſure you're I — ou ſhall ſtay, and 
you'll learn more Wit from him in an hour, ths is 
a thouſand of your fooliſh Books in an Age——Your 
Servant Mr. Poxnce. 


Enter Pounce. 
Poxnce. Ladies, I I don't interrupt any private 
a g hope pri 
Aut. Not in the leaſt, Sir. 
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Aunt. Well, Mir. Pownce, you are fo facetious—- 
But you are always among the great Ones Tis no 
wonder you have it. 

Neice. Idle! Idle! 

Fon ce. But, Madam, you know Alderman Grey- 
Gooſe, he's a notable joking Man — Well, ſays he, 
here's Mrs. Barſheba's Health — She's my Miſtreſs. 

Au. That Man makes me ſplit my Sides with 
Laughing, he's ſuch a Wag —— (Mr. Poance pretends 
Grey-Gooſe laid all this, but I know 'tis his own Wit, 


tor he's in love with me.) [ Aſide. 
Fownce. But, Madam, there's 2 certain Affair I ſhould 
Communicate to you. [ Apart. 
Awa. Ay, tis certainly fo — He wants to break 
his 5i.nd ro me. (Cxptam Clerimont paſſong. 


Pownce. Oh, Mr. Clerimont, A Ir. Clerimont -— La- 
ches, pray let me introduce this young Gentleman, 
he's my Friend, a Youth of great Virtuc and Good- 
neſs, tor all he's in a red Coat. 


Aunt. If he's your Friend, we need not doubt his 
Virtue. 


Morning. 
Neice. A pretty Phraſe. [ Afide. 
At. That's * pleaianteſt time this warm Wea- 


ther. 

Ger. Oh, tis the Seaſon of the Peariy Dews, and 
gentle Zephirs. 

Neice. Ay! pray mind that again, Aunt. [Aſide. 

Pownce. Shan t we repoſe our ſelves on yonder Seat. 
loro improving Company, and to communicate. 
8» "Tis certainly 2 love — me, 

wants Opportunity to tell me ſo I don't care 

:f we do He's a moſt ingeaious Man. 
| Exe. Aunt and Pounce. 


Cle. 
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Qt. We enjoy here, Madam, all the 


Land- 
skips of the Country, without the pains of going 


Neice. Art and Nature are in a Rivalry, or rather 


to adorn this beauteous Park with all 
Variety of Water, Shade, Walks and 
Air. What can be more charming than theſe flowery 


Neice. Alas! Sir, What can be expected from an in- 
nocent Virgin, that has been immur'd almoſt one and 
Years from the Converſation of Mankind, un- 


| Neice. Oh, the Powers! Who can he be? Oh, 
Youth unknown! But let me, in the firſt Place, know 
whom I talk to, for, Sir, I am m_ unacquainted 


_— 1 


rn 


cruel Beauty oblig d you to fach Adventures, till ſhe 


Cler. Oh, the pretty Coxcomb! 


pitied you? 


ſted — by report, might have liv'd half a Year 
n 


» 


cm. 


. x Nall forgive General 

Neice. never 5 — He 
has put all my „ Counte- 
nance. He has pull'd down Cyrus and Alexander, as 
much as Lox:s-le-Grand —- But your own part in 
that Action? 

Cler. Only that ſlight hurt, for the Aſtrologer ſaid 
at my Nativity —— Nor Fire, nor Sword, nor Pike, 
nor Muſquet, ſtall deſtroy this Child, let him but a- 
void fair Eyes — But, Madam, mayn't I crave the 
Name of her that has captivated my Heart. 

Neice. I can't gueſs whom you mean by that De- 
ſcription ; but if you 25k my Name I muſt con- 
feſs you put me upon * What I always keep 
a5 the greateſt Sceret 1 have for would you believe 

it 
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it have calld me——1 don't know how to 
own it, but they have called me-——Bridger. 

Cler. Bridget ? 

Neice. Bridget. 

Cler. Bridget ? 

Neice. Spare my Confuſion, I beſeech you, Sir, 
and if you have occaſion to mention me, let it be by 
Partheniſſa, for that's the Name I have afſum'd ever 
ſince I came to Years of Diſcretion. 

Cler. The inſupportable Tyranny of Parents, to 
fix Names on helpleſs Infants, which muſt bluſh 
at all their Livcs after! I don't think 's a Sir- 
name in the World to match it. 

Neice. No! What do you think of Tipkin ? 

Cler. Tipkm! Why, I think if I was a young Lady e 
that had it, Id with it immediately. 

Neice. Pray, how would you get rid of it? 

Cler. Id change it for another — I could recom- 
mend to you three very pretty Sillables — What do 
you think of Clermont: 

Neice. Clerimont ! Clerimont ! Very well — gut 
what right have I to it? 

er. If you will give me leave, III put you in 

Poſſeſſion of it. By a very few Words 1 can make it 
over to you, and your Chiluren after you. 
— Neice. Oh, fie! Whither are you running! You 
know a Lover ſhould Sigh in private, and Languiſh 
whole Years before he reveals his Patlion ; he ſhould 
retire into ſome ſolitary Grove, and make the Woods 
and wild Beaſts his Confidents—— You ſhould have told 
it to the Eccho half a Year before you had diſcover d 
it, even to my Hand-maid. And yet beudes to 
talk to me of Children--—Did you ever hear of an 
Heroine with a Big-belly ? 

Cler. What can a Lover do, Madam, now the Race 
of Giants is extinct? Had 1 liv'd in thoſe Days, there | 
. 0s FILE SR, Be Dn Boe | 

own' 
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own'd Partheniſſa for the Paragon of Beauty, or 
meaſur'd his — h on the Ground — Partheniſſa 
ſhould have been by the Brooks and Deſarts at 
Midnight The Eccho's Burden, and the River's 
Murmur. 

Neice. That had been a Golden Age, indced! But 
ſee my Aunt has left her Grave Companion, and is 
coming towards us——I command you to leave 


me. 

Cler. Thus Oroondates when Statira diſmiſs'd him 
her Preſence, threw himſelf at hor Feet, and im- 
plor'd Permiſſion but to live. [Offering to Kneel. 

Neice. And thus Statira raiſed him from the Earth. 
permitting him to live and love. [Exit Cler. 


Enter Aunt. 
Awnt. Is not Mr. Pounces Converſation very im- 
ing, Neice? 
Neice. Is not Clerimont a pretty Name, Aunt? 
Aut. He has ſo much ence. 


. 1 his Friend, the accompliſh 
Neice. No, I mean hi end, ſh'd 


and bluſhes — Could I but have pro- 
duc d one i a Lady's complying at firſt 
Sight, I ſhould have gain d her Promiſe on the Spot 
How am I bound to curſe the cold Conſtitutions of 
the Philoclea's and Statira's! JI am undone for want of 
Precedents. 

Pozece. I am ſure I labour'd hard to favour your 
Conference; and ply'd the old Woman all the while 
with ſomething tickled either her Vanity or her 
Covetouſneſs; I conſider d all the Stocks, old and 
new Company, her own Complexion and Youth, 
Partners for Sword-Blades, Chamber of London, Banks 
for Charity, and Mine-Adventures, till ſhe told me I 
had the Repute of the moſt facetious Man that ever 
came to 2 rota you muſt know publick 
Knaves and Stock-Jobbers tor Wits at her end of 
the Town, as common and Gameſters do at 

Cler. I pity the Drudgery you have gone through, 
but what's next to be done towards getting my pret- 
ty Herome? 

Poxnce. What ſhould next be done, in 
Method of things-—You have ſeen her, the next re- 
gular Approach is, that you cannot ſubſiſt * 

WI 
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Misfortune by way of Serenade. Sun 

Cler. I can nick you there, Sir-—-I have a Scrib- 
bling-Army-Friend, that has writ a triumphant, rare 
noiſie Song, in honour of our late Victory, that will 
hit the N 's Fantaſque to a Hair, Th get every 
thing ready as faſt as rale 

Pownce. While you are playing upon the Fort, I'll 
be within, and 2 what Execution you do, and 
give you Intelligence according! y. 

Cler. You muſt have an Eye pon Mr. Hoampley, 
while I feed the Vanity of Paribentja-——For I am to 
experienc'd in theſe Natters that 1 know none but 
Coxcombs think to win 2 Woman by any deſert of 
their own-----No, it muſt be done rather by comply- 
ing with ſome prevailing Humour of your Milticts, 


than exerting any good Quality in your ſelf. 


*Tis not the Lover's Merit wins the Field, 
But to them ſelves alone the Beauttous yield, 
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ACT II. SCENE I. 


Enter Mart. Clerimont, Fainlove (carrying 
ber Lap-Dog) and Jenny. 


M pen! the Footman that's recommended to 
62 wack is below, if your Ladyſhip will pleaſe 
to take him 


Mrs. Cler. Oh, fic; don't believe I'll think ont 
I impoſſible 1 be 4 any —_— 
i/h are faucy Liberty-—T 

h_ lower Servants French There cannot 
be a good foo] mga of an abſolute Monar- 


Fen. I am beholden to Ladyſhip, for believing 

fo well of the Maid Servants in Rydans 
Mrs.Cler. Indeed, Jen, I could wiſh thou wer't 
really French; n 
— — Cw Arms do and you 
y upon Joints. r of 
the w Perſon——But I am talking to you, and 
not adjuſted my ſelf to Day: What Com- 
pany x h ws ve cones Oh (Kiſſes the Dog) 
To — in Soliloquy! To have Company that 
never contradicts or diſpleaſes us! The pretty viſible 
Eccho of our Actions (Kiſſes the Dog) How eaſie too 
* to 141 be Stays, where a Woman 
an e S 1 no Shape, a Air 

But I look beſt when I'm m talking. NIE 

[ Kiſſes in Fainlove's Arms. 

Fen. You alwa n 
Mrs. Cler. For I'm always talking, you mean fo, 
that diſquiets thy {Ullen Engliſh Temper, but I don't 
rey Weak i ell when | am: ee If i. but 
ofier 
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offer to ſpeak Then I may ſay that Oh, bleſs 
_ 5 Gs of my ſelf —-- 
I have not laid on red enough——What a Dough- 
bak d thing was I before I improv'd my ſelf, and 
travel d Beauty However, my Face is ve- 
ry prettil d to Day. 

Fain. Madam, you begin to have ſo fine 
an Hand, that you are younger every Day than o- 


m ap'd too much 
ies of me alrcady. 

Fen. Dear Madam, won't your Ladyſhip pleaſe 
* of the next Countenance you leave 

? 
VV. Cler. You may, Fenm but I aſſure you 
it is a very piece of ill- nature, for a Woman 
that has any Genius for Beauty, to obſerve the Servile 
Imitation of her Manner, her Motion, her Glances, 


nothing can be fo ri- 


Mrs. Cler. Indeed, as you fay, Fainlove, the French 
Mein is no more to be learn'd, than the Language, 
without going thither——Then En to ſee ſome 
poor Ladies who have Clowniſh, Penurious, Engliſh 

Hul- 
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Husbands, turn and torture their old Cloaths into ſo 
many Forms, and dye em into ſo many Colours. 
to follow me What ſay'ſt, Fenny ? What ſay'ſt ? 
Not a Word? . 

Fen. Why, Madam, all that I can fay-— 

Mrs. Cler. Nay, I believe, emp, thou haſt nothing 
to ſay any more than the reſt of thy Country-Wo- 
men Ihe Splcnaticks ſpeak juſt as the Weather lets 
em They are mere talking Barometers—--Abroad 
the —_ of Quality go on fo eternally, and ſtill go 
on, are Gay and FEntertain-—-In England Diſ- 
courſe is made up of nothing but Queſtion and An- 
ſwer I was tother Day at a Vit, where there 
was a profound Silence, for, I believe, the third Part 

en. And Ladyſhip there ? 
; Mrs. Cler. They inicted me with their Dulneſs, 
who can keep up their good Humour at an Engliſh 


Vin They ſit as at a Funeral, filent in the midſt , 


of many Candles One, perhaps, alarms the Room 
"Tis very cold r r 


pany. 

Fain. His Spinet is, he never ſpeaks himſelf. 

Mrs. Cler. Speak, Simpleton? What then, he keep: 
out Silence, does not he- Oh, Sir, you muſt forgive 
me, I have been very Idle Well, you me 
any OY A oy in the 

——(Bows) let me it once more. 
Song pray 3 1 


SONG. 


Mis. 


2 omg 0 wi ci.Ndg 


8 
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SONG. 


With ſtudied Airs, and prad.s'd Snates, 
Flavia my Rawijh'd Heart beguiles: 
The Charms we make, are ours alone, 
Nature s Wor's are not our own; 

Her skilfad Hand gives ev ry Grace, 
And 2 her Fancy in "A Face. 
She feeds with Art and am rous Rage, 
Nor fears the Force of coming Age. 


You ſing it very well; but, I confeſs, I wiſh you'd 


give more into the French Manner. 
Obſerve me Hum it A-la-Frangoiſe. 


With fiudied Airs, &c. | 


The whole Perſon, every Limb, Nerve ſlings-——- 
The Engliſh Way is only being the hag a mere 
Muſical Inſtrument, juſt ſending forth a Sound with- 
out knowing they do ſo—— Now Tl give you a little 
of it, like an Engliſh Woman —— You are to ſuppoſe 
I've deny'd you 12 look d ſilly, E 


that Then with and Face inſenſible I have 
a mighty Cold. 
With fludied, &c. 
Enter Servant. 


Ser. Madam, Captain Clerimont, and 2 very ſtrange 
Gentleman, are come to wait on you. 


Mrs.Cler. Let him and the very ſtrange Gentleman 
come in. 

Fain. Oh! Madam, that's the Country Gentleman 
was telling you of. 


Enter 


PIE 


130 The Tender Hasband: Or, 


Enter Humphry and Captain Cleri 

Fam. Madam, may I do my ſelf the Honour to re- 
commend Mr. Gasbm, Son and Heir to Sir Harry Gub- 
bin, to your Ladyſhip's Notice? 

Mrs. Cler. Mr.Gubbin, 1am | pleaſed with 
Suit, tis Anti original France. 
TH . It is ys 2 lock'd up, Mada m, when I'm 

in the We Ie 


Ars. Cler. make a ing- 
Suit in a Mask. Oh! — 1 
rel with you. 

Enter Servant. 


Ser. Madam, your Ladyſhip's Husband deſires to 
know whether you ſee Company to day or not ? 
Mrs. Aer. Who, you Clown? 
Ser. Mr. Clerimont, Madam. 
Mrs. Ger. He may come in. 


Enter Clerimont Senior. 


Mrs. Cler. Your very humble Servant. 
Cler. Sen. I was going to take the Air this Morning 
in my Coach, and did my ſelf the Honour, before 1 
LETS. Por Cum finding you ſaw 
mpany. 

Ms. Cher. At any time when you know I do, you 
— 1 Pray, how did you ſleep laſt 
* 1 og _ him that > SW they 

ve thought we lay together [Ade] [Here 
Fave looking thro' a Per beter, As Cher = 
Senior.) But, Captain, I have a quarrel with you 
I have utterly forgot thoſe three Coupees you promis'd 
to come again, and ſhew me. 

Cer. Sen. Then, Madam, you have no Commands 
tins Morning? 


Mrs. 


calls for him. Exit Clerimont. 
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= er. 1 71 —— But, ar 
As ſhe is going to Captam | Have you ſign 
— Mortgage, to pay off my Lady Fadale's Mae 
at Ombre | 

Cler.Sen. Yes, Madam. 

Mrs. Cler. Then all's well, my Honour's ſafe. ¶ Exit 
Clerimont Sen.] Come, Captain lead me this St 
— for I'm apt to mcke = fe an0——— You Goel 
ſhew me. 

Cler. I'll ſhew you, Madam, tis no matter for a 
Fiddle; III S French way, in a teach- 
ing Tune. y more quick——Oh Madamoiſelle que 
faite x von A my There again Now ſlide as 
it were with and without Meaſure There you out- 
did the Gipſie and you have all the Smiles of the 
Dance to a tittle. 

Mrs.Cler. Why truly I think that the greateſt Part— 
I have ſeen an Engliſh Woman dance a Jigg with the 

ity of a Veſtal Virgin—- 

Hum. If this be 
I could do it——- Hau Haw ! 
= Cler. I 

without an 
. n — 1 ſo, a little 


icker—— That's right, Haw! * — Brother 
deliver'd this Spark © me, to be — till he 
U 


Hump. This cutting ſo high makes one's Mony jingle 
* I'm refolv'd Il never carry above one 

Mrs. Cler. You do it very readily——— You amaze 
me. 

Hump. Are the Gentlemen in France generally fo 
„ - qa) ne, Madam, 
ha! But, young Gentleman, when ſhall I ſee this Si- 
＋ — haw! Is not the higher one jumps 
the } ; 0.6 


Fain. 
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Fain. She'll be y taken with you, I'm ſure. 
One would not think twas in you——You're ſo gay 


n. 
wary What ail me? Did you think I was 


'd? Ican fing too, if I e but I won't 
A1 be nl Houſe. D 


Mrs. Cle. Well, do know that I like this Gen- 
tleman extremely? I ſhould be glad to form him 
But were you never in France, Mr. Gubbin? CC 


but I'm always thus if my 
Father is not by proteſt I'd advi Siſter to 1 
have me—— I'm for bo at once Why 
ſhould I ſtand a> + 
Fain. Mr.Gubbin, I dare 


— — I muſt fee this Siſter too, I'm re- 
folv'd ſhe ſhall like him. 


There needs not time true Pon to diſcover; 
The moſt believing is the moſt a Lover. 


Enter Neice ſola. 


Neice. Oh Clerimont! Clermont ! To be ſtruck at firſt 
= — aſnam d of my Weakneſs; I find in my ſelf 
N I love Solitude, 
I . , 1 call upon the Name 
na 
— my Eyes, and his Voice in my Ears Me- 
thinks I long to loſe my ſelf in ſome 
or to hang o e Fountain. 
with a Lute ia my Hand, toltning the Muranzrs of the 
Water. 


Ext er 
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coming? Your Lover, Husband that is to be 
Pray, my Dear, look and be civil for your Credit, 
and mine too. 
Neice. If he anſwers my Idea, I ſhall rally the Ru- 
ſtick to Death. 


Aunt. Yes, Couſin Humphry, that's your Couſin 
Bridget, Well, TIl leave you 
[ Exit Art. 


Hump. Aunt does as ſhe d VA. by, Couln Bride 
does not ſhe, Couſin? Ha! What are you a 
and not ſpeak to a Gentleman? Look y, Couſin, 1 
Folks reſolving to m us. 1 thovght it would be 

to ſee how I lik d you, as not caring to buy a 
Fig in a Poke -— for I love to look before 1 leap. 

Neice. -our Perſon and Addreſs bring to my 

mind — wich Hiſtory of Valentine and Orſon: What, 
— he marry me to a wild Man? Pray anſwer 
Oli Or two. 


5 Ay, ay, as many as you pleaſe, Couſin 
Neice. Whit Wood * How long 


you ocen Cay, "It ? 


Hump. Caugh. ! 
Neice. Where * 


Hump. 
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Hump. Haunts! 
=p} = fry uneaſie to you? Is this 
frrange Dreſs the firſt you ever wore ? 

. How! 


Neice. Are not you a great Admirer of Roots, and 
raw Fleſh ? —— Let me look upon your Nails. — 
Don't love Black-berries, Haws, and Pig-nuts, 
might ghtily ? 


Hump. How | 

Neice. Canſt thou deny that thou wer't ſuckled by 
a Wolf? You han't been fo barbarous, I hope, ſince 
you roms amongſt Men, as to hunt your Nurſe 

ve ? 


you 
Hump. Hunt my Nurſe? Ay, tis ſo, ſhe's diſtracted ; 
as ſure as a Gun-——Hark ye, in, pray will you let { 
me ask you a Queſtion, or two? 


Neice. If thou haſt yet learn'd the uſe of Language, 


Hwump. How long have been thus? 
Neice. Thus! W world thou ſay? 
Hwmp. What's the Cauic of it? Tell me truly now u 
—— Did you never love any Body before me? it 
Neice. Go, go, thou'rt a Savage. [ Riſes, 
Hwmp. They never let you go abroad, I ſuppoſe. v 
Neice. Thou'rt a Monſter, I tell thee. 
Hump. Indeed, Coutin, tho tis a Folly to tell thee m 
ſo II am afraid thou art a mad Woman. 
Neice. I'll have thee carried into ſome Foreſt, Ht 
Hump. I'll take thee into a dark Room. me 
Neice. I hate thee. 
Hump. I wiſh you did —— There's no Hate loſt, | 
aſſure you, Couſin Bridger. 
Neice. Couliin Bridget, quoth a Id as ſoon claim 
Kindred with a Mountain Bear I deteſt thee. 
. You never do any harm in theſe Fits, I hope 
—— But do you hate me in carneſt? 
Neice, Doſt thou ask it, ungentle Foreſter ? 


Hin 


N, | 
lim 


hope 


(408 


FT 
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Hump. Ves, for I've a reaſon, look ye. It happens 
very well if you hate me, and are in "_ for 
to tell you truly-—-I don't much care for you; and 
there is another fine Woman, as I am inform'd, that 
is in ſome hopes of having me. 

Neice. This mcrits my Attention. - [ Aſcde. 

Hump. Look y d'{ce— as I faid, fince I don't care 
for you—— I would not have you ſet your Heart on 
me-— but if you like any Body elſe let me know 
it—- and III out a way for us to get rid of one 
another, and deceive the old Folks that would Couple 
us 


Neice. This wears the Face of an Amour —— There 
is ſomething in that Thought which makes thy Pre- 
ſence leis intupportable. 

Hump. Nay, nay, now you're growing fond ; if 
you come with theſe Maid's Tricks, to ou hate 
at firſt, and afterwards like me—--you'l] Gall whole 
Deiign. 

— Don't fear it When 1 think of Conſorting 
with thee, may the wild Boar defile the cleanly Ex- 
min, may the Tyger be wedded to the Kid. 

Hump. When I of thee, may the Pole-Cat Catter- 
33 

Neice. W r of ' 
may the Silver Thames forget its Courſe. 

When I like thee, may I be fows'd over 
_ and Ears in a Horle-Pond ——But do you hate 
me 


Enter Awunt. 

Neice. For ever; and you me? 
ou. Ha, I like this They are come to Pro- 
miles —- and Proteſtations. [ Afde. 


G 3 Hump. 


» 
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Hump. I am very glad I have found a way to 
pleaſe you. 

Nerce. You promiſc to be conſtant. 

Hemp. Till Death. 

Nei, Thou beſt of Sav 

Hinp. Thou beſt of Savages! Poor Biddy. 


Aw.t. Oh rhe 3 one ano- 
_ how > y0o-tlls EL 
now 

Neice. Much better than 1 I ſhould —— He's 

ite another ung than what I took him for—— We 

ve both the ſame Paſſion for one another. 

Hump. — Gly 26 Cures Gs cpa eur 
Hearts —-- Aunt. | 


. 0 
quaintance, Mr. Sammel Pozence. 


Awnt. An excellent Acquaintance for your Husband ; f 

come, Neice, come. £ 

Neice. 8 } 
Hump. Buy, Biddy. 

Ann. Ruftick ! Biddy' Ha! ha! pretty Creatures. I 

{ Exeaont. tl 

0 

8 


A 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. 
Enter Captain Clerimont and Pounce. 


1 —— 


Poxmnce. I tell you, ſhe order d me to bring the Pain 


ter at this Hour, preciſely, to draw her Neice 
reer ſhe has 
now that down-caſt Shame, that warm Cheek, 
gowing with the Fear and Hope of to-Day's Fate, 
with inviting, coy Affectation of a Bride, all in 
her Face at once. Now I know you are a Pretender 


I warrant, to perſonate the Character 
on ſuch an inſpiri 11 hl > 
Ponce. You mult have per- 
form d at this Window ee the end of which I 
ive a Signal Ev ing is 9 
— encil, 2 Canvas 2 — Be fure 
play your part in Humour: To be a Paintcr for a 
y. you're to have the exceſlive Flattery of a Lover; 
the ready Invention of a Poet; and the eaſie Geſture 
of a Player. 
Cler. Come, come, no more Inſtructions, my Ima- 
gination out- runs all you can ſay: Be gone, be gone! 
(Exit Pounce. 


A SONG. 
I. 


VF mt; wn Cham, ln wh, 
kind, and 

1% does that af 42> 
W \ i att 

3 


Or 
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Or why that Smile my Soul ſubdue, 8 
e 


138 


So ſweet a Look, ſo ſoft an Air, 
raviſh'd Soul is charm'd all o er, 
I cannot love thee leſs nor more. 


After the Song Pounce appears beckoning the Captain. 
Pozence. Captain, Captain. Exit Captain, 


SCEN E Neice's Lodgings, two Chairs and a Table. 


Euter Aunt and Neice. 


Ant. Indeed, Neice, I am as much overjoy d to 
ſee your Wedding Day. as if it were my own. 

Neice. But, why muſt it be huddled up ſo? 

Aunt. Oh, my Dear, a private Wedding is much 
better, your Mother had ſuch a buſtle at hers, with 
Feaſting and Fooling: Beſides, they did not go to Bed 
ful to in the Morning. 

Neice. Since you underſtand things ſo well, I won 
fer you never married your ſelt. 

Aunt. My Dear, 1 was very cruel thirty Years ago, 
and no Body has ask d me ſince. 

Neice. Alas-a-day ! 

Awit. Yet, I aſſure there were a great man 
Matches propos'd to — Was 5 Fol. 
dy, but he, forſooth, could not pleaſe; he Ale, 
and ſmoak'd Tobacco, and was no fine Gentleman, 
forſooth---—- but, then again, there was young Mr. Pe- 
regrine Shapely, who had trayell'd, and ſpoke * 


E. 5 
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and ſmil'd at all I faid; he was a fine Gentleman 
but then he was Conſumptive: And yet again, to ſee 
how one may be miſtaken; Sir Folly 8 in half a 
Year, and my Lady Shapely has by that thi flip eight 
Children, that ſhould have been mine; but here's the 
Bridegroom. So, Couſin Humfhry ! 


Enter Humphry. 

Hwnp. Your Servant, Ladies So, my Dear 

Neice. So, my Savage —— 

Aunt. O fie, no more of that to your Husband, 
D. ddy. 

Hop. No matter, I like it as well as Duck or 
Love: I know my Coulin loves me as well as I do 
her. 
Awzt. I'll leave you together; I muſt go and get 
ready an Entertainment for you when you come 
home. [ Exit. 

Hump. Well, Coulin, are you conſtant: Do you 
hate me {till ? 

Netce. As much as exer. 

Hump. What an Happincſs it is, when Peoples In- 
Cinations jump? I with I knew what todo with you: 
Can you get no Body, d'ye think, ro Marry you? 

Neice. Oh! Clerimont, Cleriment ! Where art thou? 

[ Aſrde 
Enter Amt and Captam Clerimont diſguis'd. 

Awnt. This, Sir, is the Lady, whom you are to 
dra -— You fee, Sir, as good Fleſh and Blood as a 
Man would desire to put in Colours —— I muſt have 
her Maiden Picture. 

Hump. Then the Painter muſt make haſte—— Ha, 
Coulin ! 

Neice. Hold thy Tongue, Savage. 

Cler. Madam, 1 'm kan what new-mould 
cvery Feature, and mend Nature's Handy-work; but 

G 4 here 


_ 
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here ſhe has made fo finiſh'd an Original, that I de- 
ſpair of my Copy's coming up to it. 
Awnt. Do you hear that, Neice? 
Neice. Idon't defire you to make Graces where you 
find none. 
Cler. To ſee the difference of the Fair Sex!— 1 
po to you, Madam, my Fancy is utterly exhau- 
"ted with inventing Faces for thoſe that fit to me 
The firſt Entertainment I generally meet with, are 
Complaints for want of Sleep; They never look d ſo 
pale in their Lives, as when they ſit for their Picture: 
—— Then ſo many Touches and Retouches, when 
the Face is finiſh'd —— That Wrinkle ought not to have 
been, thoſe Eyes are too languid, that Colour's too 


In ſtort, the Whole Likeneſs is ſtruck out: But in you, 
Madam, the higheſt I can come up to will be but ri- 
g'd Juſtice. 

Hump. A comical Dog this! 

Awit. Truly, the Gentleman ſcems to underſtand 
his Buſineſs. 

Neice. Sir, if your Pencil flatters like your T k 
you are going to draw a Picture that won't be at all like 


Cler. Madam, be plcas' to place your ſeif near me, 
nearer ſtill, Madam, here falls the beſt Light Von 
muſt know, Madam, there are three kinds of Airs 
which the Ladies moſt delight in—— There is your 
Haughty — your Mild and your Penſive Air - — 
The Haughty may be expreſs d with the Head a little 
| more erect than ordinary, and the Countenance with 
| a certain Diidain in it, ſo as ſhe may appear almoſt, 

but not quite, inexorable: This kind of Air is gene- 
rally heig with a little knitting of the Brows -— 
I gave my Lady Scornwell her choice of a dozen Frowns, 
before ſhe could find one to her liking. 
Neice. But what is the Mild Air? 


Cler. 


weak, that S:de-look hides the Mole on the left Cheek. 


me. Sure I have heard that Voice ſomewhere. [| A{de. 
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Cler. The mild Air is compos'd of a iſh, and 
2 Smile-—Bur if I might adviſe, I'd rather-be a Pen- 
ſive Beauty; the Peniwe uſually feels her Pulſe, leans 
on one Arm, or fits ruminating with a Book in her 
Hand which Converſation ſhe is 1 * to 
rather than the endleſs Importunities of Lovers. 

Hwump. A comical Dog 

Aut. Upon my word he underſtands his Buſineſs 
well; III tell you, Neice, how your Mother was 
drawn —— She had an in her Hand, and a 
Noſegay in her Boſom, but a Look fo pure and freſh- 
_ you'd have taken her for one of the Sea- 


Cley. You ſeem indeed, Madam, moſt inclin'd to 
the Penſive — The Penſive delights alſo in the fall 
of Waters, paſtoral Figures, or any rural View ſuita- 
ble to a fair Lady, who with a delicate Spleen has 
retir'd from the World, as ſick of its Flattery and 
Admiration. | | 

Neice. No ſince there is room for Fancy in a 
Picture, I would be drawn like the Amazon Tha- 
leftris, with a Spear in my Hand, and an Helmet on 
a Table before me At a diſtance behind let there 
be a Dwarf, holding by the Bridle a Milk-white 
Palfrey —— 

— Madam, the Thought is full of Spirit, and if 
you pleaſe, there ſhall be a Cupid ſtealing away your 
Helmet, to ſhew that Love d have a Part in all 

t Actions. 

Neice. That Circumſtance may be very Pictureſque. 

Cler. Here, Madam, ſhall be your own Picture, 
the Palfrey, and here the Dwarf-—-The Dwarf 
be little, or we ſhan't have room for 


FLE 
5 


Neice. A Dwarf cannot be too little. 
Cler. I'll make him a Blackamore, to diſtinguiſh him 
from the other 3 Dwark—-(/ghs) the 
| 7 Crpsd 


0 


; 
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Cupid———T'll place that beauteous Boy near you, 'twi:: 
look very — certainly "ke ? any for his 
Mother Venxs. 

Neice. I leave theſe Particulars to your own Fancy, 

er. Pleaſe, Madam, to uncover your Neck a lit- 
fle; a little lower ſtill a little, little lower. 

Neice. T'll be drawn thus, if you plcaſe, Sir. 

Cler. Ladies, have you heard the News of a late 
Marr age between a young Lady of a Fortune, 
and 9 — of © — 2 | | 

Aut. Pray, Sir, how is it? | 

Cer. This young Gentleman. Ladies, is a particu- 
lar Acquaintance of mine, and much about my Agc 
and Stature; (look me full in the Face, Madam) 4 
accidentally met the young Lady, who had in her a. 
the Perfections of her Sex; (hold up your Head, Ma- 
dam, that's right) i.e let him know that his Perſon 
and Diſcourſe were not altogether diſagreeable to 
her The Difficulty was how to gain a ſecond In- 
terview, (your Eyes full _ mine, Madam) for 
ne er was there ſuch a Sigher in all the Vallies of 
Arcadia, as that unfortunate Youth, during the Ab- 
ſence of her he lord 

An. A-lack-a-day——poor young Gentleman! 

Neice. It muſt be he—-what a charming Amour is 
this [Afſede. 

Cler. At length, Ladies, he bethought himielf of 
an Expedient; he dreis'd himſelf juſt as I am now, 
an! came to dra her Picture, (your Eyes full upon 
mine, pray Madam.) 

Hump. A ſubtile Dog, I warrant him. 

Cler. And by that means found an Opportunity of 
carrying her oft, and marrying her. 

Au. Indeed your Friend was a very vicious young 
Man. 

Neice. Yet perhaps the young Lady was not diſ- 

pleas d at what he had mu — 


Cle, 


* 


World to ſtand ſhilly-ſhally about a Woman, when 
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Cler. But, Madam, what were the Tranſports of 
the Lover, when ſhe made him that Confeſſion? 

Neice. | dare ſay ſhe thought her ſelf very happy, 
when {he got out of her Guardian's Hands. 

Aut. Tis very true, Neice-—There are abundance 
of thoſe Head-ſtrong young ges about Town. 

Cler. The Gentleman has often told me, he was 
ſtrangely ſtruck at firſt Sight; but when ſhe fat to 


him for her Picture, and afſum'd all thoſe Graccs that 


xe proper for the Occaſion his Torment was ſo 
exquiſite, his Paſſion ſo violent, that he could not have 
liv'd a Day, had he not found means to make the 
Charmer of his Heart his own. 


Hwmp. Ti; certainly the fooliſheſt thing in the 


one has a Mind to marry her. 
Cler. The young Painter turn'd Poet on the Sub- 
l believe I have the Words by heart. 
ceice, A Sonnet! pray repeat it, 


I. 
While gentle Partheniſſa walks, 
And ſweetly Smiles, and gaily Talks, 
A thouſand Shafts arou:d her fly, 
A thouſand Swams unheeded die. 


II. 
Tf then ſhe labours to be ſeen, 
With all her kill:n* Air and Mien; 
From ſo much Ben uty, ſo much Art, 
N hat Mortal can ſecure his Heart? 


Hump. I fancy if 'twas ſung, twould make a ve- 
ry pretty Catch. 
Cler. My Servant has a Voice, you ſhall hear it. 
Here tis Sung. 


Aut. 
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_— 447 pretty? I think a Painter ſhould 
— the 
— N pleas d, 
Pl ht juſt Rep See fine Cine ta to 
with you preſently. [Ex 
Neice. Was not this adventurous Painter ald Cle. 
rY:mont ? 


Cler. It was Clerimont the Servant of Partheniſſa ; 
but let me beſeech that beauteous Maid to reſolve, and 
make the Incident I feign'd to her a real one-—Con- 
fider, Madam, you are inviron'd by cruel and trea- 
cherous Guards, — would force you 1 ee 

e Marriage. is exact! the 
Princeſs of the — in Clelia. 4 

Neice. How can we commit ſuch a Soleciſm againſt 
all Rules! What, in the firſt Leaf of our Hiſtory to 
have the Marriage? You know it cannot be. 

Cler. The pleaſanteſt part of the Hiſtory will bgat- 
ter 
Neice. No! I never yet read of a Knight that en- 
on Tilt or Tournament after r to 

expected when the Husband begins, the Heroe 
ends; all that noble Impulſe to Glory, all the =_ 
rous Paſſion for Adventures is conſum'd in the Nup- 
tial Torch, I don't know how it is, but Mars and 
Hymen never hit it. 

Hump. Liſtning] Conſum'd in the Nuptial Torch 
Mars and Hymen What can all this mean—-I am ve- 
78s glad I can hardly read They could never get 

fooliſh Fancies into my Head-—I had always 
2 2 (ide. Harky* Coulin, is not this 
Painter a comical 

Neice. I think he's very agreeable Company 

Hump. Why then 1 ral ou what-—marry him 
A Paintcr's a very genteel Gllng 2---He's an 1 


Fellow, and certainly Poor. F fancy he'd be glad 
on't : 
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my Aunt out of the Room a Minute or 
two, that's all the Time you have to conſider Exir. 
Cley. Fortune points out to us this only occaſion of 

i Love's of Celeſtial Origine, and 


our : 
needs og be manifeſt. 
1 no — | _ 


ent; II 


like 

their Eyes 
Neice. Then I fear he ſees mine. [ aſide.] But I 

can't think of abridging our Amours, and cutting off 


all farther decoration of Diſguiſe, Serenade, and Ad- 


Series, miinight Sigh, an aste Sende 
r - 
Were there not a Necelliy. 

Neice. Then to be ſciz'd by Stealth! 

Cler. Why, Madam, you are a great Fortune, and 
ſhould not be married the common way. Indeed, 
Madam, you ought to be ſtol'n, nay, in ſtrictneſs, I 
don't know but you ought to be raviſſi d. 

Neice. But then our Hiſtory will be ſo ſhort. 

_ Clex. J grant it, but you don't conſider there's a 
Device in another's leading you inſtead of this Perſon 
that's to have you; and, Madam, tho' our Amours 
can't furniſh out a Romance, they'll make a very 
pretty Novel-—Why ſmiles my Fair? 

Neice. I am almoſt of Opinion, that had Oroondates 
been as preiling as Clerimant, Caſſandra had been but 
a Pocket-Book : Bur it looks 0 ori-nary, to go out 
at a Door to be married-—Indeed, I ought to be taken 
out of a Window, and run away with. 


Enter Humphry and Pounce. 


Hump. Well Comm. the Coach is at the Door. 
If you plcaſe I'll lead you. 

Nei ce. | put my elk into your Hands, good Sa- 
vage; but you promi2? to lcave me. 


Hump. 
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Hump. I tell you plainly, you muſt not think ot 
wn fo Cler.) You'll have Opportuni h 
Pownce. | To Cler.) You ve nity - enoug 
to ca * off; the old Fellowes will be buſie with 
me— III gain all the Time I can, but be bold and 

proſper. . 
Neice. Clerimont, you follow us, 
Cler. Upon the Wings of Love. 


. 


ACT v. SCENE I. 


Enter Clerimont Sen. and Fainlove. 


Cler. —_— HEN ſie gave you this Letter, and 
bid you read it as a Paper of Verſes? 
Fain. This is the Place, the Hour, the lucky Mi- 
nute—— Now am I rubbing up my Memory, to re- 
collect all you ſaid to me when you tuſt ruin'd me, 
that I may attack her right. | 
Cler.Sen. Your Eloquence would be needleſs — tis 
ſounmodiſh to need Perſwaſion: Moicity makes a Lady 
embarras'd — But my Spouſe is above that, as for 
Example, Reading her Letter.) Fainlove, You don't 
* ſeem to want Ii ii therefore I need ſay no more, 
than that Diſtance to a Vi man of the World is Eecom- 
* mg in no A an, but an Huiland: An hour hence come 
* pep the back Stairs to my Cloſet. 
| Adieu Mon Mignon. 
T am glad you are punctual, I'll conceal my ſelf 
to obier ic your Interview—— Oh, Torture! but this 


Wench muſt not ſee it [ Ajade. 
Fain. Be ſure you come time enough to ſave my 
Reputation, 


Cler. Sen. 


2222988906 2 


mad FL 


ay 
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Cley. Sen. Remember your Orders, Diſtance be- 
comes no Man but an Husband. 


Fain. I am glad you are in ſo good Humour on the 
Occaſion; but you know me to be but a Bully in 
Love, that can Bluſter only till the Minute of En- 
gagement-——But I'll top my Part, and form my Con- 
duct by my own Sentiments-—-If ſhe grows Coy, 
I more Saucy-—— Twas fo I was won my 
ſel.— 

Cler. Sen. Well, my dear Rival your Aſſignation 
draws n'gh——-you are to put on your Tranſport, your 
Impatient throbbing Heart won't let you wait her Ar- 
rival Let the dull Family-thing an Husband, who 
reckons his Moments by his Cares, be content to 
wait, but you are a Gallant, and meaſure Time by 
Extaſies. SY 

Fain. I her coming to your Poſt-—-good 
Husband know your — henry be in the way 
when your Wit: has a Mind to be in private To 
your Poſt, into the Cole-hole. 


Enter Mrs. Clerimont. 

Welcome my Dear, my tender Charmer — Oh! 
to my longing Arm5--—fcel the Heart pant, that falls 
and riſes as you {mile or frown-——Oh, the extatick 
Moment ! 

I think that was ſomething like what has been ſaid 
to me. [ Ajrde, 

Mrs. Cler. Very well——Fa.nlove-—-I prote't I vas 
lue my ſelf for my Diſcerning— I knew you had 
Fire through all the Reipect you ſhew'd me But 
how came you to make no direct Advances, young 
Gentleman?-— Why was 1 torc'd to admoniſa your 
Gallantry ?-—- 

Fain. Why, Madam, I knew you a Woman of Breed- 
ing, and above the ſenſeleſs Niceties of an Engliſh 
Wife-—The French way is, you are to go 10 far, 
* whether 


— 
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whether are or not: If you we ſo 

aN that @ mot e 
Mihaviour is at a Lok to let you know it — Beſides, 
we il 
has the Impudence ing 2 not the 
Honour of obeying a Command. 

Mrs. Cler. Right — a Woman's Man ſhould con- 
ceal Paſſion in a familiar Air of Indifference — now 
there's Mr. Clermont; I can't allow him the leaſt 
Freedom, but the unfaſhionable Fool grows fo fond 
of me, he cannot hide it in Publick - 

Fain. Ay, Madam, I have often wonder'd at 
Ladyſhip's Choice of one that ſeems to have fo li 
of the monde in his Carriage, but juſt what you 
force him to —— while there were ſo many pretty 
ebe © young Genteman, you are mighty 

s. Ger. are 
miſtaken, if you think ſuch pur wn as , and 72 
ty Beau Titmors/e, and Billy B , tho' I ſuffer 
you to come in, and play about my Rooms, are any 
ways in competition with a Man whoſe Name one 
would wear. 

Fain. Oh Madam ! then I find we are—— 

Mrs. Cler. A Woman of Senſe muſt have reſpect for 
a Man of that Character; but alas! Reſpet——What is 
Reſpect? Reſpect is not the thing Reipect has ſome- 
thing too folemn for ſoft Moments —- You things 
are more proper for Hours of Dalliance. 

Cler. Sen. peeping.) How have I d this fine 
Lady! — I find I am to be a out of her 
pure Eſteem for me. 


Mrs. Cler. Beſides thoſe Fellows for whom we have 
Reſpect, have none for us: I warrant on ſuch an oc- 
caſion Clerimont would have rufled a Woman out of 
all Form, while you —— 

Cler. Sc. A good hint now my Cauſe comes 
LAlide 
Fam 


_ 5 "0 
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Pain. Since then you allow us fitter for ſoft Mo- 

ments, why do we miſemploy em? Let me kiſs that 

beauteous , and claſp that graceful Frame. 

Mrs. _ How, Fainlove! What, don't de- 

to be *mpertinent— But my Lips have a certain 
— 2 on em to Day. han't they? 

Fain. kiſſng.] No they are all Softneſs Their 
delicious Sweetneſs is incxprefſible Here Lan- 
guage fails — Let me 2pviaud Thy Lips not by the Ut- 
terance, but the Touch of Mine. 


Enter Clerimont Sen. drawing his Sword. 


Cler. Sen. Ha, Villain! Raviſker! Invader of my 
Bed and Honour! dra. 

Mrs. Cler. What means this Infolence — this In- 
truſion into my Privacy? What, do you come into 
my ery Cloſet without knocking? Who put this in- 
to your Head? 

Cler. Sen. My Injurics have dlarm'd me, and II 
bear no longer, bur ſacrifice your Elarado, the Au- 
thor of em. 

Mrs. Cler. Oh! poor Mr. Fzinlove — Muft he die 
for his Complaiſance, and innocent Freedoms with 
me? How could you, if you migat? Oh! the ſweet 
2 What, fight Mr. Fainloxe? What will the La- 

ies ſay? 

. Let me come at the Intruder on Ladies pri- 
vate Hours The unfaſhionable Monſter ——FU pre- 
vent all future Interruption from him Let me 
come Drawing his Sword. 

urs. Cler. O the brave pretty Creature! Look at 
his Youth and Innocence —- He is not made for ſuch 
rough Encounters — Stand behind me—— Poor Fain- 
love! — There is not a Vilit in Town, Sir, where 
ow ſhall not be diſplay d at full length for this Intru- 

l baniſh you for ever from my Sight and 


ou 
Bed. 
er. Sen. 
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ler. Sen. I obey Madam, for Diſtance is be- 
coming in no Man but an Husband-—-{ Giving her the 
Letter which ſhe reads, and falls into a Swoon.] I've gone 
too far [ kiſing her.] The Impertinent was guilty 
of nothing but what my Indiſcretion led her to 
This is the firſt Kiſs I've had theſe ſix Weeks but 
ſhe awakes-—- 

Well, em, you topp'd your part, indeed Come 
to my Arms thou ready willing Fair One Thou haſt 
no Vanities, no Niceties; but art thankful for every 
Inſtant of Love that I beſtow on thee--— 

n [ Embracing her. 

Mrs. Cler. What, am I then abus'd? Is it a Wench 
then of his? Oh me! Was ever poor abus'd Wife, 
poor innocent Lady thus injur d! 

[ Runs aud ſeizes Fainlove's Sword, 

Cley. Sen. Oh the brave pretty Creature——-Hurt 
Mr. Fainlgve! Look at his Youth, his Innocence 
Ha! ha! [ Interpo/mg. 

Fain. Have a Care, have a Care, dear Sir l know 
by my ſelt ſhe'll have no Mercy. 

Mrs. Cler. I il be the Death of her Let me come 
on Stand from between us, Mr. Clerimout 1 
would not hurt you. [ Puſhing and crying. 

Cler. Sen. Run, run, Jenny. Exit Jenny. 

Looks at her uptraidingly before he ſpeaks. 
Well, Madam, are theſe the innocent Freedoms you 
claim'd of me? Have 1 deſer ed this? How has there 
been a Moment ot yours ever interrupted with the 
real Pangs I ſuffer? The daily Importunities of Cre- 
ditors who become fo by ſerving your profuſe Vani- 
ties: Did J ever murmur at ſupplying any of your 
Diverlions, while I believ'a em (as you call'd em) 
} armlels? Mutt then tho.c Fyes that us'd to glad m 
Heart with their fam'liar ;. ghtneſs, hang down wi 
Guilt? Guilt has transform'd thy whole Perſon ; nay. 
dne 


Fehn 


my 
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the very memory of it=—Fly from my growing 
Paſſion. 


Cler. Sen. What can you ſay? ſpeak quickly. 
[Offering to draw. 
Mrs. Cler. I never {aw you mov'd before —— Don't 
murder me impenitent; Im wholly in your Power as 


a Criminal, but remember I have been ſo, in a tender 


d. 
Cler. Sen. But how have you conſider d that Re- 
2 


Mrs. Cler. Is't ible can we what 
enſnar'd 2 Oh, look at me e 
know I hare only err'd in my Intention, nor ſaw my 
Danger, till, by this honeſt Art, you had ſhown me 
what tis to venture to the utmoſt Limit of what is 
lawful. You laid that Train, I'm ſure, to alarm, not 
to rw 6 my Innocence —— Mr. Clerimont ſcorns 


ſuch Baſcneſs! Therefore I kneel — I weep —1 
I am convinc'd. [ Knee!s. 
[Takes her up embracing her. 


Cler. Sen. Then kneel, and weep no more —— my 
Faireſt—— my Reconcil'd! -— Se ſo in a Moment, 
for know I cannot (without wringing my own 
Heart) give you the leaſt Compunct on Be in Hu- 
mour —- lt ſſ all be your own Fault, if ever there's a 
lerious Word more on this Sub'cct. 

Mrs. Cler. 1 muſt correct every Idea that riſes in 
my Mind, and lcarn every Geiture of my Body a- 
new-—l deteſt the thing 1 was. 

Cler. Sen. No, no-—--You muſt not do ſo— Our 
Joy and Grief, Honour and Reproach, are the ſame; 
you muſt ſlide out of your Foppery by deg:ces, fo 
thar it may appear your own Act. 

Mrs. Cler, But this Wench !----- 


Cler. Sen. 


o 
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—— You 


Cley. Sen. She is . 
242 5 he Catal fer Fe you f — But 
ftill keep up of Ton 
8 return to it 4 * = = 
— 1 SEES ths fan 


DE en a a na 


They only who gain Minds true L awrels wear: 
'Tis leſs to conquer, hau convi.ce, the Fair. [ Exe. 


Enter Pounce with Papers. 
[4 Table, Chairs, Pen, Ink and Paper.] 


Pounce. Tis a d y n Raſcals, and 
ſet em at variance about which I know neither 
of em will ever have Poſſeſſion of. 


Enter Tipkin and Sir Harry. 

Do you d Sir Harry, that ſhall have 
— E Hands, and e them- 
ſelves, Joe ine? 

Sir Har. No, no, Sir, I know better; they ſi all go 
down in to the Country, and live with me, not tou 
a Farthing of Mony, but having all Things neceſi2- 

- 4 - a_ they ſhall go tame avout the Houle, an- 


2 Well, Sir Harry, then conſidering that all hu. 
man Things are ſubject to change, it behoves ever 
Man chat has a juſt Senſe of Mortality, to take care 
of his Mony. 

Sir Har. don't know what mean, Brother 
What do you drive at, — 

Tip. 5 Inftrament is executed by you, your 
Son, — peck - oy which diſcharges feof Re- 
troſpects. 


Sir Har. 
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Sir Har. It is confeſs'd, Brother; but what then? 
Tip. All that remains is, That you pay me for the 
ape uv map Rae ho was as alſo all other 

as wearing Apparel, Oe. | 
Sir Har. What is this you ſay? Did I give you my 
| from all Retroſpects, as you call it, and 
after all do you come with this and tother, and all 
that? I find you are, I tell you, Sir, to your Face, I 


find you are — 

Th. 1 find too what you are, Sir Henry. 

Sir Har. What am I, Sir? What am 1? 

Tip. Why, Sir, you are angry. 

Sir Har. Sir, I icorn your Words, I am not an- 
gry—— Mr. Pownce is my Witneſs, I am as gentle as 
a Lamb—— Would it not make any Fleſh alive an- 
gry, to ſee a cloſe Hunks come after all with a De- 
mand of 
0 Mr. Pownce, pray inform Sir Harry in this 

ont? 

Pownce. Indeed, Sir Harry, I muſt tell lainly, 
that Mr. Tipkis, in this, demands nodding d 1. what 
he may recover For tho this Caſe may be conſi- 
der d Maltifariam ; that is to ſay, as tis uſually, com- 
monly, Vicatim, or vulgarly expreſs d Vet, I ſay, 
when we only obſerve, that the Power is ſettled as 
the Law requires, Aſenſu Patris, by the Conſent of 
the Father That Circumſtance imports you are 
well acquainted with the Advaniages which accrue to 

Family, by this Alliance, which corroborates 
. Tipkin's Demand, and avoids all Objections that 
can be made. 

Sir Har. Why then, I find, you are his Adviſer in 


Pownce. Look'e, Sir Harry, e 
promote among my Clients a ; 
tho' Mr. Tipkin — claim Four Thouſand P 

2999 1 now fm fo wel, ne 


all this 


me = r — : 
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he ſhall take Three thouſand nine hundred and nine- 
ty eight Pound, four Shillings, and eight Pence Far- 
15. Indeed, Mr. Pownce, you are too hard upon 
me. 
Pownce. You muſt conſider a liitle, Sir Harry is your 
Brother. 

Sitar. Three thouſand nine hundred and ninety 
eight Pound, {cur Shillings, and eight Pence Farthing ! 
For what. I iy * For what, Sir? 

Ponnce. For what, Sir ! For what ſte wanted. Sir; 
a fine Lady is always in want, Sir-—-Her very Clothes 
would come to that Mony in half ie rime. 

Sir Har. Three thouſand nine hundred and ninety 
eight Pounds, tour Shillings, and eight Pence Farthing 
for Clothes! Pray, how many Suits docs ſhe wear out 
in a Year ? 

Ponce. Oh, dear Sir, a fine Lady's Clothes are not 
old by being worn, but by being ſeen. 

Sir Har. Well, I'll fave her Clothes for the future, 
after I have got her into the Country I'1] warrant 
her ſhe ſ-all not appear more n this wicked Town, 
where Clothes are worn out by Sight-—- And as to 
what you demand, I tell you, Sir, 'tis Extortion. 

Tip. Sir Harry, do you accuſe me of Extortion ? 

Sir Har. Ves, I ſay Extortion. 

Tip. Mr. Ponce, wits _ that There are ve- 

ood I aws provided againſt Scandal and Calumn 
YO fencing may tend to loſs of Mon DE 
Pomnice. Item, For having accus'd Mr. Tipkin of Ex- 
+ Nay, if Look 

Sir Har. Nay, i come to Items-— - 
Mr. Tipkin, this is 44 of ſuch Goods as wn 
left to my Neice Bridget by her deceas d Father, and 
which I expect ſhall be forth-coming at her Marriage 
to my SON — 


* 


r 


ee 
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Imprimis, A golden Locket of her Mother's, with 
ſomething very Ingenious in Latin on the inſide of 
1t— — 

Item, A couple of Muſquets with two Shoulder-belts 
and Bandeliers. 

Item, A lai ge Silver Caudle-Cup, with a true Story 

ven on 1t. 

Pownce. But, Sir Harry —— 

Sir Har. Item, A Bale Viol with al moſt all the Strings 
to it, and only a {mall hole on the Back. 

Pownce. But neverthelcis, Sir 

Sir Har. This is the Furniture of my Brother's Bed- 
Chamber that follows ASt of Tapeſtry Hang- 
ings, with the Story of Fxdith ani Holofernes, torn 
only where the Head ſhould hate been off -— an old 

curiouſly wrouzht about the Poſts, conſiſting 
of two Load of Timber. A Hoan, a Bain, three 
Razors, and a Comb-Cale — Look ye, Sir, you ſee I 
can Item it. 

Pownce. Alas, Sir Harry, if you had ten Quire of 
Items, tis all anſwer'd in the Word Retro! pect. 

Sir Har. Why then, Mr. Ponce and Mr. Iip bin, you 
are both Raſcais. 

Tip. Do you call me Raſcal, Sir Harry? 

Sir Har. Les, Sir. 

Tip. Write it down, Mr. Pownce at the end of the 
Leaf. 

Sir Har. If you have room, Mr. Pownce — Put down 
Villain, Son of a Whore, Curmudgeon, Hunks, and 
Scoundrel. 

Tip. Not fo fait, Sir Harry, he cannot write fo faſt, 
you arc at the Word Villain -- Son of a Whore, I 
take it, was next—— You may make the Account as 
large as you pleaſe, Sir Harry. 

Sir Har. Come, come, I won't be us'd thus 
Hark y', Sirrah, draw —— What do you do at — 

0 
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a 4 5 n ny 4 — 
Tip. Sir L are a Mili a 

3 

Sir Hay. 1 am fo, Sirrah, and will run ſuch an Ex- 
torting Dog as you through the Guts, to ſhow the Mi- 
litia is uſeful. 

Pownce. Oh dear, Oh dear! -— How am I con- 
cern'd to ſee Perſons of your Figure thus mov d? 
The Wedding is coming in We'll ſettle theiethings 
afterwards. 


der Humphry leading Neice, M75. Clerimont led & 


Fainlove, Captam mont and Clerimont Sen. 
Pounce. Who are theſe? Hey-day, who are theſe, 
Sir Harry? Ha! 


Sir Har. Some Frolick, tis Wedding-day—— no 
matter. 

Hump. Haw, haw ; Father — Maſter Unkle — 
Come, you muſt ſtir your Stumps, you muſt Dance—- 
Come, - oy kiſs the Ladies 

Mfrs. Gler. Mr. Tipłkm, Sir Harry — 1 Pardon 
for an Introduction ſo Mal-a-Prope; — I 22 ſud- 
den Familiarity is not the Engliſh way-— Alas, Mr. Gas- 
bin, this Father and Unkle of yours muſt be new mo- 
dell'd-— How they ſtare both of em! 

Sir Har. Hark y, Numps, who is this you have 
hither? Is it not the famous fine Lady Mrs.Cle- 
ok conan zo 

— — 

Hun. Look y, don't expoſe ſelf, and pla 
ſome mad Country Prank to di. 447 be tore ® aa 
I ſhall be laugh d at, becauſe ihe knows I underſtand 
better. | Mrs. 


8. © 
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Mos. Cler. 1 ate, Madam, your coming out 


of the a Virgin State—— A Woman can't 
do what ſhe will y till ſhe's-marry'd. 
Sir Har. Did you hear what ſhe faid to your Wife? 


Enter Aunt before a Service of Diſhes. 


Au. So, Mr. Bridegroom, pray take that Napkin, 
and ſerve —_— Day, according to Cuſtom. 
Hmmp. Mrs. Clerimons, pray know my Aunt. 
Mrs.Cler. Madam, I muſt your Fonden; 1 cart 
y like all that vaſt load of Meat that you are 
ing in to Table beſides, tis fo offenſively ſweet, 
it wants that Haut- gout we are ſo delighted with in 
France. 
Awnt. You'll pardon it, ſince we did not expect you. 
Who is this? [ Aſede. 
Mrs. Cler. Oh, Madam, I only ſpeak for the future, 
0 little Sawcers are ſo much more Polite Lock y. 
I'm perfectly for the French way, where c er I'm ad- 
= mitted, I take the whole upon me. 
4 Sir Har. The French, Madam I'd have you to 
Mrs. Cler. You'll not like it at firſt, out of a natural 
Engliſh Sullenneſs, but that will come upon you by de- 
grees —— When I firſt went into France, I was mor- 
tally afraid of a Frog, but in a little time I cou'd eat 
ing elſe, except Sallads. 
Frogs! have I kiſs'd one that has ext 
Frogs Paw! Paw! 
Mrs. Cler. Oh, Madam — A Frog and a Sallad are 
delicious Fare tis not long come up in France it 
elf, but their Glorious Monarch has introduc'd the 
Diet which makes em ſo Spiritual — He eradicated 
al groſs Food by Taxes, and for the Glory of the 
Monarch ſent the Subject a grazing; but I fear I defer 
the Entertainment — Diverſion oi the Day. 
H Ham: 


- 


* 
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Hump. Now Father, Unkle—— before we go an; 
further, I think 'tis neceſſary we know who and who 
together then I give either of you two Hours to MW * 
= which is my Wife——And tis not my Coulin---.. 

far I'll tell you. 

Sir Har. How ! What do ſay ? But oh! 
you mean ſke is not your 2 ſhe's neare; 
a- kin, that's well enough —— Well ſaid Numps — BW ** 
Ha, ha, ha. 

Hump. No, 1 don't mean fo, I tell you, I don: WW 
mean My Wite hides her Face under her Hat. : 

[All looking at Fainlove, WW © 
2 What does the Puppy mean? His Wife under: ew 

Hump. Ay, ay, that's ſte, that's ſue 4 en Tha 
1 good ] 

Sir Har. Hark y', Nump5-— what doſt mean, Chil! = 
„5 you really marry d 0 " 

? 
- Hump. I am ure of both. 
Sir Har. Are you fo, Sirrah ? then, Sirrah, this :: 
—— Sirrah —— Do ye ſee, Sirr:;. 
d Man! H 
! ! what, beat a g Hold 
kim, Me. Clerimont, Brother 4— Mr. Wife; No 
Body ſtand by a young marry'd Man! 
, 3 Russ behind Fainlore. 

Sir Har. Did not the Dog ſay, Brother Pornce? what, 
is this Mrs. Ragow —— This Madam Clerimont' Who 
the Devil are you all, but eſpecially who the Dei! 
are you too? 

[Beats Humphry and Fainlove off the Stage, following. 97 

Tip. [ aſide.] Maſter Ponce, all my Neice's Fortune 
will be demanded now — for I ſuppoſe that Re 1 
Coat has her Don't you think you and 1 had be. Pos 

& reak ? Allia 


Penne: 


.? 


The Accompliſb' d Fools. 159 
Pownce. You do as ſoon as pleaſe, but 'tis 
my Intereſd to be honeſt a lirtle . 
Tip. Well, Biddy, fince you would not accept of 
your Couſin, I hope you han't diſpos d of your ſelf 
— , 1 

Neice. 1 for a little while ſuſſ ir Curioſit v, 
you ſhall have the whole Hiſtory 2 — to this 
my Nuptia'-day, under the Title of the Loves of Cleri- 
mont and Parthen i ſa. 

- Then, Madam, your Portion is in ſafe land: 

Come, come, old Gentleman, tis in vain to 
contend ; here's honeſt Mr. Ponce ſhail be my Fn- 
gineer, and 1'il warrant you we beat you out of all 
your Holds —— 

Aunt. What then is Mr. Pouace 2 Rogue? he muiſt 
have ſome Trick, Brother, it cannot be; he muſt 
have cheated t other ſide, for I'm ſure he's honelt. 

Abart to Tipkin. 

Cler. Sen. Mr. Poxgee, a your Siler has won of this 
Lady, ſhe has honeſtly put into my Hands, and 11 
return it her, at this Lady's particular Requeſt. 

1 Pounce. 

Ponce. And the Thouſand Pound: you promis'd in 
ow Brother's behalf, I'm willing ſhoud be hers 


Cler. Then go in, and bring em all back to make 
the beſt of an il Game, we'l! cat the Dinner, and have 


2 Dance together, or we ſhall tranſgreſs all Form. 
Re-enter Fainlove, Humphry, and Sir Harry. 


Sir Har. Well, ſince you ſay vou are worth ſome- 
thing, and the Boy has ſet his 1{cart upon you, I'll 
have patience till 1 ſee further. 

Poznce. Come, corne, Sir Harry. you ſhall find my 
Alliance more conliderable than you imagine, the 

H 2 Pom 
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Ponce are a Family that will always have Mony, 
there's any in the World —— Come, Fiddles. 


DANCE here. 


Cler. Ton ve ſeen th'Extreams of the Domeſtick Life, 
A Son too much confin d — too free a Wife; 
By generous Bonds you either ſhou d reſtrain, 
And only on their rn” 
Wrves to obey muft love, Children revere, 
White only Slaves are govern'd by their Fear. 


EPILOGUE. 


Spoken by Mr. Eaſtcourt. 


Ritons, who conſtant II ar, with factions Rage, 
B For Liberty againſt each other wage, 

From Foreign In/ilt ſave this Eng,.iſh Stage. 
No more ti Italian ſqualing Tribe admit, 

In Tongues nnkows.; tis Popery in Wit. 


The Songs their ſelxes confeſs) from Rome they bring; 


dvd 'tis High- Aa, for ought you know, they ſong. 
Husbands take Care, the Danger may come nigher, 
The Women ſay their Eunuch is 4 Friar. 


Bud is it not à ſerious Ill to ſee 
Europe's great Arbiters ſo mean can be ; 
Paſroe, with an affetted Foy to fit, 
Suſpend their native Taſte of Manly Wi ; 
Neglect their Comic Humour, Tragic Rage, 
For known Defecłs of Nature, and of Age? 
<iſe for ſhame, ye Cu ring Britons, rift, 
Such unadorn'd Effeminacy deſpiſe ; 
Admire ( if you will doat on Foreign Wit ) 
Not what Italians Sing, but Romans H: : 
So ſhall leſs Works, ſuch as to- Nights ſlight Play, 
Ht your Command, with Fuſtice die away; 
Till then forgive your Writers, that can't bear 
You ſhou'd ſuch very Tramontanes appear, 
The Nations, which contemm you, to revere. 

H 3 


EPILOUUE 


Let Anna's Soil be known for all its Charms ; 
As Fam d for Lib ral Sciences, as Arms : 

Let thoſe Deriſion meet, who would Advance 
Manzers, or Speech, from Italy or France ; 

Let them learn You, who wou'd your Favour find, 
And F42!;/h be the Language of Mankind. 
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